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The Chill Out Label host a night 
of sheer bliss at the Subterainia in 
West London on 25 January. Its in 
honour of the release of a new EP 


by the urban groove collective, 
Slowly (with remixes by Autechre, 
Pentatonik, The Drum Club and 
D'Note), who headline the show. 
Support is from new signings Tribal 
Drift, and DJing comes courtesy of 
the Radio Three Mixing It posse. 

Derek Jarman's life and work is to 


be represented on a new CD-ROM 
entitled England Through The 
Saying Glass, and there'll be a first 
chance to view it at a performance 
evening at Brighton's Zap Club on 
25 January. Its a night of avant 
garde interactivity: compered by 
The Devil's Chauffeur from a 
stretch limousine outside the 
building (relayed inside by video), 


and assisted by Eric Mingus (ah 
um), a number of Jarman's short 
films will be soundtracked live by 
Coil and Sussex underground 
sound crew Slack..//! The Shadow 
Of The Sun, with music by 
Throbbing Gristle, also gets a 
screening. Entry is £6/£4 cones; 
phone 0273 501817 for details. 



Columbia Hall (14), Bristol Fleece 
And Firkin (16), Portsmouth 


Wedgewood Rooms (17), and 
London LA2 (18), and more to be 
announced in February. Support on 
all dates apart from Dublin comes 
from Bettie Servieert 

No Electronic Lounge this month, 
but Robin Rimbaud’s 'digital pub' 
will resume activities at the ICA in 
February. Meanwhile at that other 
site of progressive electronic beats 
'n' textures, Quirky (Fridays at the 
Vox in South London, 071 737 
2095, £6), expect live sets by 
Ultramarine, Laika and Zurich 
during January. 

A plea from Irdial Records 

concerning their November 
evening at the Electronic Lounge: 
an original piece of art by Anthony 
Manning was removed from the 
exhibition area while he was 
performing live. It is described as a 
black and white drawing of a face, 
5" by 7", in a black frame, signed 


John Stevens, the late free drummer, is commemorated in two live events 
in January. The first, entitled 'The Blessing Light, is on New Year's Day at the 
Purcell Room on London's South Bank (071 928 8800, 7:30 pm, tickets 
£8). It features 26 musicians all influenced by his life, art and teaching, 
including Claire Martin, Eric Mingus (Charles's son), Phil Minton, Maggie 
Nichols, Evan Parker, Eddie PrSvost, Paul Rutherford, Kenny Wheeler and 
Norma Winstone. The music will take the form of two suites, "Blue" and "The 
Blessing Ught", comprising some of Stevens's final compositions. The second 
memorial, called 'In Relation To The Circumstance', has been organised by 
Evan Parker, and takes place at London's Conway Hall on 14 January (2 
pm-11 pm, £ 10/£8 LMC members). There's a similarly extensive and stellar 
line-up, incorporating as many of the musicians and approaches the 
drummer worked with throughout his career as possible, including Barry Guy, 
Lol Coxhill, John Russell, Steve Beresford, Byron Wallen, Gary Crosby, Paul 
Burwell, Jim Dvorak, Mark Sanders, and others. Turn up and pay tribute to 
free music's lost pathfinder. 


‘Anthony Manning 94* The should call Jacqui on 071 720 

drawing was part of Manning's 9440. 

personal collection, and there is a 

reward of £500 offered for its Jazz Rumours rumbles on into 


return. Anyone with information the New Year, with dates for The 










Marcio Matters Quartet (1 January); 
Phil Minton, John Butcher, Veryan 
Weston and Roger Turner (8); 

Keith Tippett’s Dreamtime (15); 
Paul Dunmall, Tony Levin and The 
Invisible String Quartet (22); Tony 
Marsh Quartet (29). At the Vortex 
Jazz Bar, North London (071 254 
6516), £4/£3 cones. 

Disobey, Disobey (so good they 
named it twice) — the Blast First 
club with attitude is off to New 
York this month, so no show at The 

premises of the legendary Knitting 
Factory (74 Leonard Street, NY, 

NY 10013,tel:010 1 31 20420 
3658), they'll be stitching together 
the homegrown talents of Band Of 
Susans with noisy Euro-mongrels 
Einheit Brotzmann, as well as the 
usual fare from Stewart Home and 
DJ Beekeeper (19-20 January). 

Christopher Bowers-Broadbent 

and The Smith Quartet both appear 
at London's ICA this month as part 
of the ongoing New MusICA concert 
series. Bowers-Broadbent is one of 
the foremost organists specialising 
in contemporary repertoire, and 
plans to perform works by Dave 
Soldier, Morton Feldman, Maurido 
Kagel, Pablo Orta Jo Kondo and 
Gerald Barry on an imported Allan 
electronic organ (8 January, 8 pm). 
The Smiths play quartet works by 
Russell Pinkston, Conlon Nancarrow, 
Ralph Shapey, Elliott Sharp and 
Michael Daugherty to highlight their 
increasing interest in Amencan New 
Music (15,8 pm). All tickets are 


£7/£5 ICA members/concs; Box 
Office 071 930 3647. 



Decca recording, showing the 
confrontational side of the 


composer's output as a 1920s 
young blade. Now you can hear 
four extracts from the cycle, played 
by The London Sinfonietta on 15 
January at London's Barbican 
Centre (071 638 8891,5 pm). 

Harrison Birtwistle’s music can 
be heard performed by the BBC 
Scottish Symphony Orchestra as 
part of their Cutting Edge season at 
Glasgow's Tramway Hall (041 227 
5511). Alongside the world 
premiere of Sally Beamish's Violin 
Concerto, you can hear Still 

the man whose choice of luxury 
item on Desert Island Discs was a 
chainsaw. 



the office ambience 

The Wolf That House Built - Little Axe (Wired) 
Systemisch — Oval (Mille Plateaux) 

When In Vanitas... - Brise Glace (Skin Graft) 

Violin/Hom Concertos — Robin Holloway (Collins Classics) 
Dub Selection Volume One — More Rockers (More Rockers) 
Blowout Comb — Digable Planets (Cooltempo) 

Ethiopian Groove: The Golden 70s - Various Artists (Blue 
Silver) 

Criminal Justice — D*Note (Dorado) 

Black Secret Technology — A Guy Called Gerald (Juice Box) 
To Each. .. — A Certain Ratio (Creation) 


Mr BelU, . . 

Considers 


Just being in Knightsbridge makes me 
nervous, but tonight I have to play for 
Knightsbridge people in a Knightsbridge shop. 

The shop is called Egg, and it's in such a 
discreet, atmospheric, undiscovered back 
street that I’m not even going to say where it 
is. Anyway, tonight they have the opening of 
an exhibition by Sally Hampson. I'm going to 
play in the background, in a discreet, 
atmospheric, undiscovered sort of way. 

I’m not sure how I feel about live music in 
shops. If I suspect a restaurant has live music 
I tend to eat elsewhere. Live music on cross¬ 
channel ferries is usually just something to 
laugh at. A friend suggested that larger 
branches of Tesco could have a string quartet occasionally — OK, but | 

where would you put it? Down by the German wines? Near the sanitary £ 

towels? What I’m trying to say is that I’m embarrassed by my own | 

presence at these background-music gigs. Where do I put myself? 3 

The shop is very small, so Sally suggests I play upstairs. Or outside in I 

the street. Or moving around the exhibition. This last is the most a 

worrying suggestion. What sort of musician plays while walking around a 
crowded room for two hours? And yet organisers often think this is a 
neat idea; maybe they have some concept of a roaming minstrel in 
their heads. It makes me think of the mime artist handing out 
sandwiches in the film Spinal Tap-, a powerful image of a wacky and 
totally unnecessary performer getting on everybody's nerves. 

In the end I decide to play on the stairs, sort of in the shop but above 
it "You're sure I won't be in the way here? People won't need to use 
the stairs?" "Absolutely not' 

Sure enough, the first guest to arrive marches straight up the stairs, 
and for the rest of the evening there is a steady flow of people politely 
pushing past me, occasionally knocking framed photographs off the 
wall. I play squeezed up against the bannisters, trying to sound 
apologetic and inspired at the same time. After an hour the party 
reaches the shouting stage, and no one would hear you anyway unless 
you were playing the trombone. 

Never mind: the exhibition is wonderful. Ifs a collection of costumes, 
hats, flutes, tea strainers and so on, apparently from the Rishmoo 
Islands somewhere in the Pacific. They were all collected in the 1920s 
by anthropologist Kitty Lake, who is in her nineties now. Her 
sketchbooks and letters are included. Kitty’s old teddy bear wears a 
traditional blue fishing outfit made by the Rishmoo Island children. 

There's a Typhoon Pipe and a Typhoon Robe. Many of the objects are 
beautifully made but very hard to fathom: they have the flavour of a 
peaceful island utopia, probably vanished by now. And of course it’s 
possible that the whole thing is the product of Sally Hampson's heated 
imagination. 

In my jacket and tie, I wouldn't be mistaken for a Rishmoo Islander. 

But I do my best to play music similar to the Rishmoo oral tradition, 
sounds which Kitty Lake might have heard in the 1920s. Huddled up 
on the stairs I imagine the Rishmoo people, dignified but quite easy¬ 
going, and try to let that come out in the music. CLIVE BELL 
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Angelique Kidjo comes in for a 
short tour this month, following the 

Dates are at Manchester Ritz 
Ballroom (17), Edinburgh Festival 
Theatre (18), Leeds Irish Centre 
(19), Warwick Arts Centre (20), 
and London Shepherds Bush 
Empire (21). 

Killing Joke release a single on two 
CDs, "Jana" and "Jana Live - 
(Butterfly), on 16 January, and have 
announced details of their 
Pandemonium Tour at the end of 
the month. Dates are as folllows: 
Bristol Bierkeller (30 January), 
Nottingham Rock City (31), 
Newcastle Riverside (1 February), 
Glasgow Plaza (2), Wolverhampton 
Wulfrun Hall (4), Watford 


Colosseum (5), Leeds Metropolitan 
University (6), Northampton 
Roadmenders (7), Manchester 
University (8), London Shepherds 
Bush Empire (9), and Norwich UEA 
(10). 

Don Grolnick. the pianist who's 
produced Yoko Ono, among 
others, and recorded for the Blue 
Note label, takes a seven-piece 
band including the Brecker 
brothers, Peter Erskine (drums), 
and Robin Eubanks (trombone), on 
the road at the end of January as 
part of the Contemporary Music 
Network’s spring touring 
programme. The dates are: 
Southampton Turner Sims Hall (24 
January, 0703 595151), 
Cambridge Com Exchange (25, 


0223 357851), London Queen 
Elizabeth Hall (26,071 928 
8800), Manchester RNCM (27, 
061 273 4504), Leicester 
Phoenix Arts Centre (28,0116 
255 4854), Birmingham Adrian 
Boult Hall (29,021 236 3889), 
Billingham Forum (31,0642 
611625), and Leeds Irish Centre 
(2 February, 0532 455570). 

Flute Soulfulness, the polystylistic 
one-worlders led by Rowland 
Sutherland and Keith Waite, play at 
London's Purcell Room (071 928 
8800) on 30 January (7.30 pm, 
£8). They're joined on the date by 
violinist Shirley Thompson to 
perform her composition Transition, 
a four-movement suite for jazz 
ensemble. 



saxophones and at Norwich's Other 
Sounds club (at Norwich Arts 
Centre) on 18 January. Ring 0603 
660352 for more details. 

Network was a CD of musical 
miniatures released at the end of 
94 by the Discus label, and now 
label boss Martin Archer is putting 
out a call for submissions for 
Volume Two. Pieces can be in any 
style as long as the duration is 90 
seconds max. Send thirty-second 
operas and minute-long concept 
albums to PO Box 658, Sheffield 
S10 3YR. 


Readership Survey 

Thanks to everyone who 

survey in October 94 — your help 
has been invaluable and much 
appreciated. First two names 
chosen in the prize draw were Paul 
Bull of Leicester and Toby Mann of 
Bristol. Congratulations — record 
tokens worth £ 100 each are on 
their way to you. 

In our Bite on 0 Yuki Conjugate 
(The Wire 130), the distributor of 
the Staalplaat label was incorrectly 
named as Vital. Its actually handled 
in the UK by Voltage Distribution. 
Also, we neglected to credit 
Richard Georgeson’s picture of 
percussionist Graham Kirkland on 
our subscription insert Apologies to 
all concerned. □ 
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Live At The Lighthouse (Carlton TV, 18 January 
11.10 pm). 90 minute record of October's Aids 
Benefit concert at the London Lighthouse, with 
appearances by Suede, St Etienne, Neneh Cherry, 
Pulp, Sheila Chandra and others. Presented by Holly 
Johnson. 

Harrison Birtwistle At SO: Down By The 
Greenwood Side (BBC Radio Three, 3 January 9.30 
pm). Stephen Plaistow presents the first programme 
in a series examining Birtwisde in relation to his 
musical influences, in particular the English pastoral 


Hour Of Silence (BBC Radio One, 1 January 7 
pm). In which the usually terse humourist Paul 
Merton investigates silence from a number of 
unusual angles. Includes interviews with Brian Eno, 
percussionist Evelyn Glennie, Tony Slattery, producer 
George Martin, and a man who constantly hears 
humming in his ears. 

Midnight Oi/(BBC Radio Three, Fridays 11.30 
pm). Cutting edge contemporary music. Features on 
Sirinu (6 January), American experimentalism — 
Alvin Lucier and La Monte Young (13), Jan 
Garbarek’s Indian crossover collaborations (20). 
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Masonic Auditorium 


iic innovator Ornette Coleman 

a stakes for his music as performance 
re San Francisco Jazz Festival in 
ier by presenting a local fakir 


democracy is moving towards in this country," 
said Coleman afterwards. ‘But then I found a 
book on Malaysians practising piercing as a form 

discriminatory since nobody did it to them, they 
did it to themselves, i thought, 'Wouldn't it be 

another culture?” 

After a strong set by Coleman's New Quartet 


the 300-seat 
low) - Fakir 
.eft play!' and 
ended with "It's your body — have fun with it." 
Then he ran a long needle through the cheeks of 

through an inch or two of pinched-up chest flesh 
on a male volunteer. 

The sell-out audience reacted with jeers, boos, 
and very slight, scattered applause to the 20 
entitled 'Mastering The Mind 


Of Matter'in, 

■We only refunded 16 tick 
deluge; said Randall Klein, 




the city. "We've gotten about hat 

Coleman as an artist, but. . : 

'We ourselves didn’t learn about the piercing 
until Ornette's dress rehearsal, and even then 

known, I would have asked Ornette to announce 


to subject themselves to it would be forewarned. 
But it's not my place to censor Ornette, and if he 
hadn't wanted to issue a warning, we probably 
would have allowed him to keep it a surprise* 

Coleman's septet Prime Time followed the 
entr'acte, performing its dense, complex electro- 
tribal fusions with focus and integrity. Prime Time 
paused for a reading by Dr Vincent Harding, a 
theologian, of his poem 'In The Light Of 
Thoughf, which spoke to Coleman's Tone Dialing 
concept (there was also a trio of dancers 
improvising “Stories Of Motion’ to the music) in 
terms of spiritual healing and transition into the 
21st century. 

Coleman, whose alto sax playing and 
compositions anchored the entire concert, said, 
“I was very happy to see how upset everyone 
got, what a disturbance the body piercing 
created. The whole gamut of feelings humans 


have was present at that concert, and thafs for 
the better of all people. It was very healthy. It 



do to get in touch with their spirituality." Howard 


HANDEL Tone Dialing is being considered for 
eventual release on CD and video on Ornette 
Colemans new Harmolodics label (via Polygram) 







1994 was a lean year for HipHop innovation. 
Only a handful of freak occurrences — Jeoi The 
Damajaa's "Come Clean’, Craig Mack’s "Flava In 
Ya Ear’ — provided pointers lighting the way to 
the future. Like those tracks, Earthling's 
‘Nothing/Nothingness* was a startlingly irreverent 
introduction to a wayward methodology. "Our 
Ideawiththatwasjusttoputa sweet song over 
the most fucked-up backing track,’ says 
Earthling's programmer/producer T Saul (he’s 
also collaborated with Portishead). 

A fresh time-tunnel trek to undeveloped 
regions first discovered in the early 70s, 


’Nothing’ summoned the spirits of Lee Perry's 
’Bird In Hand’ and Herbie Hancock's ‘Rain 



These influences all come back there, in a way.’ 
Combining chance and guile, abstraction and 
realism, Earthling’s schizoid impulses befit a 


disparate pair united by their obsession with 
Luke Rhineharfs novel The Dice Mar. Their 
sussed sample-choices, and the knowing name 
drops (Phil Spector, King Tubby, Byrne/Eno) 
tastefully placed in the music and this interview 
by Saul, is in stark contrast to Mau's lyrical and 


conversational outpourings (he unfashionably 
admires the 'rawness' permeating UK and 
gangsta rap). But they do share a taste for 
freedom, which separates them (and their Bristol 
allies) from US HipHop's ghettocentric fixation 
with time and place, gender and race. 'We can't 
deny the Bristol influence,’ says Saul, "the 
influence of reggae sound systems or of mixing 
different styles of HipHop." 

From their 'One World' name to the polystylistic 
references littering their recent 'First 
Transmission’ EP, Earthling echo the sound of the 
90s’ collapsing musical borders. As impressive as 

Harvey's "50 Ft Queenie' for rap perversity. 
Claiming (in the lyric) to be Juliette Binoche, 
Marcus Garvey, Yma Sumac end Nat King Cole, 
Mau's breathless delivery veers from narcolepsy 
to the point of hysteria. Yet he emphatically 
denies arty ironic intent "Ifs not a piss-take of any 
other rap style, Ifs just a natural thing to do.' 

Rather than localising their sound, Earthling are 
succeeding by ignoring restnetions, despite 
accusations of ‘designer weirdness’. Mau's wide- 
eyed wonderment undercuts cynicism: ’The way 
I see it we can never possibly get all the lyrics 
out.. There’s so many words you can put 




together, ifs limitless. Thafs the road to go down 
rather than stick to a tradition." Their 
forthcoming album's vagrancy ranges from spy- 
movie soul to Indian jazz, incorporating 
Wurlitzers, surf guitar, tambura and a recall for 
the distorted Fender Rhodes piano which made 
'Nothing' such a magnetic proposition. Ifs 
difficult not to be reminded of Mau's maxim 
from "First Transmission": 7 know who I am, I'm 
not who you think I am." it martin A new 
Earthling single will be released in February on 
Cooltempo, followed by an album In March 


texture, rhythm and duration, the fact that so 
much electronic music works across enormous 
periods of time. These things are all valuable leaps 
forward in that you now have an audience which 
•no longer has an automate assurfiptiori.dfiMit' 
music is or should be.’ 

In the New Year, Em:t will be releasing new 
material from the likes of David Toop, Paul 
Schutze, Thomas Koner and Scanner — musicians 
who are pushing electronic synthesis into a 
vaporous realm of drones, crumbling electricity, 
shifting identities and forbidden lines of enquiry. 

^■At this stage there^are just enough people out 

to be doing any of this, unless you are only 
concerned with serving an existing market But that 
has nothing to do with art" tout Herrington Emt, 
The Square Centre, 389-394 Alfred Street North, 
Nottingham NG3 IAA. Fax 0115 941 2277 



















State 111 Clfi.\ence 

The result of Tahar Ben Jelloun’s 

journey through Sicily, Calabria and Naples 
is a book about a society dominated 

by the Mafia: a novel which restores 
‘to literature it’s primordial function — 
to steal a march on what 
appears to be reality’. 
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A QUARTET BOOK £10.00 
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In Europe's most isolated nation. The Beatles, Pink Floyd and 

Deep Purple are idolised as symbols of freedom and rebellion, 
while folk musicians battle it out with Italian ragga for the 
souls of the country’s youth 


Albania’s in a state and it’s not surprising. Enver 

Hoxha's version of Communism, which lasted 40 years from the end of 
World War Two, was the most repressive of any in Europe. After his 
death in 1985 the Party staggered into the 90s 
by a democratic government which, so far, has hardly given 
optimism. The tiny population of three i "" 
but, understandably, not sure how to go about it. tconomic snock 
therapy has left many worse off than they were before. The old 
infrastructure was largely destroyed during a period of anarchy that 
followed the collapse of Communism, t 
rebuild it With the former Yugoslavia on one side am 
on the other, getting trading links off the ground 
impossible. 

The street vendor is ubiquitous. The pavements of the capital, Tirana, 
are lined with people trying to make a living out of selling cigarettes, 
chewing gum or bananas. At least they 
state employee, who takes home less 
Asked about their work, some say they’d i 



A fascinating exception to the standard of blanket repression of 
Western culture was a little-known liberal moment that occured 20 
years ago. A minority tendency within the party and the state 
broadcasting network favoured a dilution of the hostility towards 
Western culture, and in 1972, the annual official music festival, which 
ted to Albanian music, included its first rock groups. 
It proved a costly mistake for all concerned. One participant I spoke to 
was Francesk Radi, a singer-songwriter and a key figure of the time. For 
his part in the festival, he was sent to the mountainous and sparsely- 
populated north of the country for ten years of ’re-education’ 
■ virtues of officially-approved music to workers). Other 
performers, along with the show’s producers, were similarly punished or 


English 

~ ' system, which intruded into every aspect 

of daily life, has left a cultural vacuum. As yet, there is little sign of 
anything beyond grateful imitation of the West to fill the void. Although 
you might expect an artistic avant garde of some description to 
emerge to interrogate authoritarian modes of expression past and 
present (most things that were banned have made an appearance), it’s 
not apparent Habits of critical thought are taking a long time to grow 
up. While under Hoxha, philosophy lecturers had to regard party 
congress reports as Absolute Truth; now they are so short of i 
10 photocopiers) they spend most of their 


st, popular music is the playground for contesting the old 
uniformity. It’s widely identified with freedom, modernity, democracy 
and prosperity — words which are all too easily conflated in the popular 
imagination. 

Western music was not widely available to Albanians until four years 
ago. Only by risking ‘punishment’ and listening to overseas radio could 
they hear any pop music (or, for that matter, developments in Western 
art music, considered equally decadent). As elsewhere in Eastern 
Europe, the rock of the late 60s and early 70s had an impact on the 
country's youth and cultural underground, and it retains a rebellious 
cachet today. Fresh Pink Floyd graffiti is still visible in Tirana and The 
Beatles are universally revered. Decadence (that word again) in styles 
of dress and sexual behaviour was also discouraged — it wasn't even 
normal for a husband and wife to have close physical i 



rock music! - 

Ask the country’s youth what they listen to these days and they will 
reel off the sort of list that could be heard in almost any part of Europe: 
Dire Straits, Elton John, Madonna, Nirvana, etc. There are no CDs or 
records but pirated cassettes are widely available. The myriad kiosk bars 
that have sprung up all over Tirana play pop and rock loud and non¬ 
stop. There's even the odd nightclub. To Western ears it s 






tradition, the life blood of this intensely musical country. The differences 
between the vocal folk music of north and south are striking, and in 
parts of the country it's possible to go on making subdivisions to the 
point of separating the music of one village from another. The people of 
the north have a tradition of homophonic singing. They favour heroic 
songs and epic accounts of resistance to one or other of the many 
invaders that have subjugated Albania in its turbulent history. Some of 
these recitations go back a thousand years to tell of battles between the 
Slavs and the Albanian Illyrians. 

South of the River Shkumbin (which divides the country in two) there 
are the most diverse traditions of vocal polyphony anywhere in Europe. 
Some contend that this music is the nearest available descendant of 
the chanted choruses of ancient Greek tragedy. It's a music of great 
dignity, and immensely moving even when the lyrics are unintelligible. 
Songs are generally drone-based with three or four parts. Again, 
resistance to the Turks (who ruled the country for 450 years) is a major 
theme. But one beautiful piece I heard sung in a bar turned out to be a 


European Cup. 

An exceptionally powerful musical style is the kaba, which is usually 
performed by a small clarinet-led ensemble. It begins with a tense 
semi-improvised lament, during which the clarinet is backed by 
arhythmic group playing, and develops (just when it's too much to bear) 

tradition that extends as far as Tibet and Cambodia and is described 
memorably by the late folk music expert AL Lloyd (in the sleeve notes 
to his Topic compilation of Albanian music): "As with the blues in the 
USA, every performance of the kaba is achingly familiar yet always 
fresh and different" The opportunities for the soloist are considerable 
and many display extraordinary instrumental skills, wringing moments of 
overpowering intensity out of pieces which may last only a couple of 

The folk music that you can hear in urban centres such as Tirana is 
very different, betraying clear Turkish influences, as is the music made 
by ethnic Albanians in Kosovo, Macedonia and Greece. The state 
television and radio station still dominates the recording and distribution 
of music in the country. For many performers it affords the only 
opportunity to be heard outside bars or weddings. I asked Zhani Ciko, 
director of the network's music department, about the impact of 
Western music on the country's folk tradition. 

"After the isolation when the music was totally against the Western 
influence, there was an immediate influx of Western music in Albania. 
The last three years have allowed us to take a positive view of what 
Western music can offer. But we see it in a critical way, a serious way. 

"What we want to reach is a modern Albanian folk music which is 
mixed with Western music, Albanian but not traditional, Albanian but 
modern. We want to grow rock, but an Albanian rock with its roots in folk 
music. It's not an easy thing to achieve but we are trying hard to do it" 

The examples of such hybrids I heard (eg The Beatles plus Albanian 
folk) are still very tentative and probably only meaningful in the domestic 
market In any case the huge desire to move forward is hampered by the 
scarcity of electric instruments and amplification. In a country where, for 
many, Deep Purple are bound up with ideas of freedom, ifs too early to 
say whether a strong contemporary music will emerge. 

Modern Albanians are caught between a past which has yet to be 
understood and the 'bright lights' allure of mainstream Europe. 
Whatever happens — and the political scene is not encouraging — 
life will remain exceedingly harsh for the foreseeable future. Many 
young people have found that rather than wait around for things to 
improve the best option is simply to go elsewhere and start again. 
WILL MONTGOriERY 
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It’s appropriate that Gerald Simpson, aka a Guy 

Gerald, has called his new album Black Secret Technology because tnis 
defines the last four years of Jungle perfectly. 'Black' in the sense of the 
music as a cult of 12" vinyl mixology in the age of the silver CD. 'Black' 
again, in the sense that, like James Brown’s transformation of R&B into 
the cold machine of funk or Miles Davis’s electrification of jazz, it's the 
latest example of the polyrhythmic aesthetics of black electronics. 'Secret 
in the sense that its a mental rewiring of taste and habit (mirroring the 
91/92 exit from Britrap of so many Junglists) which has led to the 
emergence of a brilliant generation of aural hackers who have realised 
there's no bass in cyberspace and so have invented their own instead. 

And 'Technology? Maybe I should let Gerald get a word in here: "First 
I'll put a load of drum loops down, chop bits and pieces of them, reverse 
bits of them. I'll take a snare, stretch it and take the middle bit out of 
that On top of that I’ll layer it with little bits of 808 drum machine, 727 
percussion, little bits of 909. Then I'll do a riff on tape and build 
something to go with that riff. While that's working, I'll take the original 



scientist 

How A Guy Called Gerald is 
remapping the urban Jungle 


Tracks su 


as "Nazinji Zaka" — a title lifted from a South African 
anti-military song — in which slippery thickets of fugitive, barely 
locatable rhythms and queasy post-Cabaret Voltaire synths heave and 
lurch like the sandworm from Dune. Or the lavishly widescreen ciba- 
Bollywood orchestrations of his remixes of Suns Of Arqa’s "Govinda's 
Dream". Or "Finley's Rainbow", in which a whippet-fast pizzicato string 
section lashes the breakbeats as they skid and bank, nip and turn, until 
the most forlorn roots voice starts to sing, away from the mic and out of 
the window: 7 want you to know right now/That I'm a rainbow.’ 

Where fellow Jungle producers such as the great Flyper On 
Experience or Dillinja produce fiercely militant beats and D'Cruze or 


repel goes into the songs Gerald records and sings as Ricky Rouge: I 
Groove-y Garage and sparse Flouse tracks such as "Song For 

Everyman" and "When You Took My Life" made. 

Chicago House figures such as Joe Smooth. 


Such a reference reminds you how far 
Simpson goes. When "Voodoo 
nd 808 State's "Pacific State", both 
by a Derrick May/Return To Forever- 
loving 22 year old from Oldham, were 
Zeitgeist hits in the "Fight The PowerTBack 
To LifeVBig Fun" summer of 1989, The 
Stone Roses and 'Madchester' were 
Time magazine front covers. Gerald even remixed The 
Roses' ‘Fools Gold" (the ultimate 'Madchester' track), had it rejected as 
‘too dancey', only to see bootlegs selling subsequently in New York for 
$50. "Voodoo Ray" was sort of an attempt to do what the Detroit guys 
[ie Gerald's early Techno heroes: May, Juan Atkins, Carl Craig] were 
doing but it came out wrong and got into the charts instead," he laughs. 

While The Stone Roses grew beards for the next half decade, Gerald 
signed what turned out to be a disastrous deal with Sony, who, among 
other things, refused to release the Chicago House-inspired High Lite 
Low Protile, an album he’d spent a year working on. In fact Gerald's had 
problems (with 808 State, with his first label, the Liverpool independent 
Rham, with distribution) throughout his career, something that explains 
a reticence that periodically surfaces throughout his conversation. 

'Jungle was beginning to happen and I wanted to be a part of it," he 
recalls, his face brightening quickly. "I set up Juice Box [his own label] in 
91 and started making tracks, but people were after me, people who 
saw I had something going on and wanted a piece of it" You can hear 
Madchester collapsing in on itself on early Juice Box singles such as 
"Digital Badboy" and 'Like A Drug". 'A lot of people out there are 
wondering why I started doing this type of music," Gerald wrote on the 
back of 28 Gun Badboy, the 1993 compilation of those raw tracks, so 
brutally unpacific in their ruffness. ‘The reason is I'm living in a violent 
environment so it reflects the kind of music I make" 

Flick back to the first compilations of Detroit Techno and you'll find 
quotations from Derrick May and others to the same effect Techno, they 
were saying, is what happens when an infrastructure collapses and the 
ruins of late capital’s imaginary landscapes are traced in analogue circuits 
which have to break with an oral tradition no longer able to mediate new 
songs of sorrow. And as gangstas and badmen stalked the smoking 
cinders of the former Dance Capital Of The World, Gerald's early tracks, 
exhilaratingly vengeful, full of Blaxploitation flashpoints, were the only 
music to capture the aftermath of the Altered State that was Madchester. 

‘The kind of music I’m doing now is shunned in Mancht 
angrily. "There're no clubs that’ll play it because they’re all paranoid; 

.be gun business. You might as well call Manchester a 

)ne. But if you go to a dance you’ll see the badboys 
jumping up and shocking out They don't want to know about trouble. 
They just wanna know about b-lines and rhythms." KODWO ESHUN 
Black Secret Technology is released later this month on Juice Box 
(through SRD) 
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At the age of 25, Jim O'Rourke is already an omni¬ 
musician, entertaining a gigantic range of contradictory and 
complementary interests, impulses and orientations. A native Chicagoan 
with an international reputation, O'Rourke often works in Europe, and 
he's just back from his first trip to Japan. As a listener, he holds bold 
opinions — eagerly effusive or viciously dismissive — and never fails to 
reference the most obscure music as if it were common knowledge. 
Queried on the best living composers, O'Rourke instantly responds: 
French electroacoustician Luc Ferrari, German composer Bernhard 
Gunter, and ex-P16 D4 member Ralf Wehowsky. Other times, he 
might rave over a record by Egg (one side only) or the queercore group 
The Frogs. And he has an intense enthusiasm for certain items of 
cheeseball and pop drek, which appeal to him as what he calls 

a wide range of 


mysterious 

(traveller 


.. (Skin Graft). 



musical practices. Over the last few years, hardly an issue of The Wire 
has gone by without Jim appearing somewhere, usually in Soundcheck 
where his seemingly endless profusion of projects, collaborations and 
productions find welcome home. "I always have to ask myself: why am I 
doing this? What is the reason for it?' he says, rubbing the stubble on 
his chin that's grown while he's been mixing and producing (with Steve 
■ the new record by Faust. He’s a questioning soul 
m harshest critic. For instance, each time he sits 


levels lately, far past his already extensive CD Remove The Need 
(Extreme) — he says he asks himself: what is the necessity of a given 
material and medium? "It bugs me that people accept things too easily. 
If you don’t question what you're doing, you're just 'making music'.’ 

While he's certainly no careerist, O’Rourke does have quite a career 
happening. On one hand, he's widely known as an accomplished free 
improvising guitarist and a frequent partner of fellow improvisors Derek 
Bailey, Henry Kaiser and Eddie Prevost. With Swiss 
percussionist/electronics expert Gunter Muller, he's just recorded a 
stunning disc of improvisations, Slow Motion (For 4 Ears). That title says 


something significant about O'Rourke's general improvising attitude; 
while he's capable of lightning speed and intricate interaction, he often 
develops things gradually, accreting or transforming a sound-space 
environment in long form, letting the subtleties of timbre and constant 
sound take precedence over more expository musical discourse. 
Indeed, he is one of the musicians currently asking the most penetrating 
questions about what it means to play improvised music. 

But as improvisors go, O'Rourke has relatively little fidelity to his first 
instrument. In fact, though he's been playing guitar since he was six, 
lately he’s grumbled a bit about the possibility of not playing guitar 
anymore, perhaps feeling trapped by it. I’m not interested in music 
that’s about playing instruments,' he explains, exposing his more 
conceptual inclination. 'The instrument doesn’t interest me, it’s what you 
want to do with the instrument" 

O'Rourke is well known In other circles as well. He's an active 
participant in various Ambient and Industrial sub-genres, having worked 
at length in London with Main and other members of the Isolationist 
'movement. At home in Chicago, where he was once a member of the 
Industrial group Illusion Of Safety, his rockish ensemble Brise-Glace is 
currently cutting (and indeed O'Rourke does take 
part of the group's production processes) a seco 
from their recent and wonderful debut When In 
With guitarist and vocalist David Grubbs, he is 

material for the group Gastr Del 
Sol; thus far they've recorded 
Crookt, Crackt Or Fly and Mirror 
Repair (both Drag City), and 
they're working on a CD for Table 
Of The Elements (who will also 
Meet Jim O’ Rourke: Ambient minstrel, 

Improv maverick, pop anthropologist, 
Krautrock producer, omni-musician 


release the new Faust albu 
recently produced a recort 
composer Tony Conrad, an 
from The Red Krayola. And he's just coi 
years (tc 

record that displays brilliantly the co 
patience that is O'Rourke's trademark. 

Tm interested in the way it appears to be one thing when it's 
really something else,’ he says, explaining his profound love for the 
work of Scott Walker and Van Dyke Parks. It uses the vocabulary of 
established language - Scott Walker is especially good at that - to 
transcend the established connections of language. I don't really 
think about it as pop music.' This opens onto a broader issue at the 
heart of Jim’s music. 'I'm fascinated by the dynamic between verbal 
and non-verbal communication: why something communicates, how 
it does. I want to break through the hierarchy of verbal 
communication. Art communicates on a non-verbal level, an intuitive 
level.' In O'Rourke's musical philosophy, this palpable connection 
relates back to the chosen medium, be it electronics, composition, 
tape, guitar, rock, Ambient or noise. "For me, there’s no point in 
doing something that doesn't ultimately reveal something about the 
medium JOHN CORBETT 





How do you bridge the opposing worlds of free 
jazz and New Music? Ask bassist Barry Guy 


We have a musical culture capable 

of redeeming the irredeemable, yet as far as I 
know no one has ever managed to deify the 
English trad jazz bands of the 1950s and 60s. 

If nothing else, trad can be credited with 
fostering the talent of bassist Barry Guy, 
currently one of the most prodigious and 
mercurial figures in both the European Improv 
and New Music scenes. As Guy recalls: 'At 
school we had a military band and there was 

valve trombone. When I joined the trad band I moved from trombone 
to one-string bass, the tea-chest bass, which my colleagues thought a 
bit simplistic, so my parents bought me a four-string bass. The other 
people in the band told me what to play: 'Put this finger there, that 
finger there.’ I had a piece of cardboard behind the strings to show me 
where all the notes were” 

Great oaks from tiny acorns: in 1994 alone, Guy's output has been 
overwhelming, with the albums After The Rain, Portraits (recorded with 
The London Jazz Composers' Orchestra, which Guy founded in 1970), 
Imaginary Values, an improvising trio with Evan Parker and Paul Lytton, 
and Study/Witch Gong Game 11/10 by The NOW Orchestra containing 
some of the most compulsive music to be heard all year. 

string do all the work. This being the 60s — Guy was born in 1947 — 
there was interplay between different musical styles. Guy took formal 
music lessons at Goldsmiths College where, he recalls, ‘We had to write 
a composition at the end of each term. I wanted to write a cadenza for 
trombone and alto sax, so we brought in Trevor Watts and Paul 
Rutherford to play it. As a result I was invited to join The Spontaneous 
Music Ensemble. At that time, in the late 1960s, there was a strange 
nightlife going on between the Little Theatre Club and the Old Place: 
the foundations of the free music scene were being laid, important 

There is neat irony in the fact that composing brought Guy into 
contact with the free music scene. Positions may be less rigidly held 
than once they were, but for many on both sides of the divide the two 
procedures are incompatible. Improvisors suggest that score-led 
performers have lost their musical imagination; interpretative musicians 
may echo Pierre Boulez: 'Improvisation is a personal psychodrama.’ 
Barry Guy happily embraced both disciplines: 'I didn't find any conflict 
between composition and improvisation. One is intense discipline at the 
table, one is intense discipline in the live situation.' 

Through the 70s and 80s, Guy continued to work as improvisor, 
interpretative musician and composer. Boulez himself conducted The BBC 
Symphony Orchestra's 1974 premiere of Guy's D, later works have been 
played by Kronos, London Slnfonietta, City Of London Sinfonia, Gemini, and 
he has provided pieces for London Contemporary Dance Theatre. 




agent 


When composing, Guy 
vriting for: ‘Most of what I've 


studied. I went through Holligeris music, ( 
shouldn’t include, and wrote the piece from there. It was like making a 
suit: you make the piece around the personality.' 

Recently, Guy has composed pieces which provide notation as well as 
space for improvisation. The first of these was Bird Gong Game, written 
in 1992 for the painter Alan Davie, also a talented pianist. “Alan asked 
me for a piece: he didn't want to read any music, he wanted to 
improvise, yet he also wanted a straight ensemble. I thought, 'How do I 
write a piece where I have absolutely no idea what he's going to play, 
nor how long he might want to play, but still get an ensemble in there 
which is totally flexible?" 

Guy found a solution in Davie’s paintings, which provided a series of 
symbols suggestive of sounds or musical procedures. Guy incorporated 
these in the score, as well as transferring them to cards which the 
conductor — Guy himself — could hold up to the ensemble musicians, 
individually or together, indicating which section of the score they could 
go to, or instructing them to improvise with or against the soloist. He has 
adapted the technique to work ' ~ 1 '' " 

Rova Saxophone Quartet, proi 
scores of great visual beauty. 

Guy admits, 'Generally i k 


or The NOW Orchestra and fo 
ot only str 




ip improvisation and compositior 
separate out there are some classically trained players willing to enter 
into the spirit of the thing. Where it doesn't work is if you say, 'OK group, 
play free'. You have to create the space, provide su 


id, you get some lovely 


ith Gemini, I offered the option of going witl 
;ver found they go against — they leap oi 
Dgs so that when, for example, Evan Pi 
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Every month we play a musician (or, in this case, a radio DJ) a series 
of records which they're asked to identify and comment on — with 
no prior knowledge of what they're about to hear. This month it’s 
the turn of... 


BO DIDDLEY 
“Down Home Special” from 
Signifying Blues: Charly Blues 
Masterworks Volume 43 
(Charly R&B) 

I was very surprised when you did 
this to Steve Albini [Invisible 
Jukebox, The Wire 122] and you 
started with Bo Diddley's "Mumblin' 
Guitar" which he didn’t recognise 

went to see him at the University 
Of East Anglia about five or six 
years ago, and it was frankly terri¬ 
ble there - it was going through 
the motions really. It was nice to 
see him, nice to be able to say that 
you've been in the same room as 
Bo Diddley, but he wasn't very 
good at all, alas. Some people said 
to me, about 'Mumblin' Guitar", 

'Oh well, he’s not actually that good 
a player, he keeps missing things or 
speeding up and slowing down,’ 

But I don’t care — it still sounds 

Green on maracas. H|s stuff is 
always very welcome. I always think 
any time you insert a Bo Diddley 
track into a programme it always 

than Chuck Berry. I must admit 
that although I love the Chuck 
Berry records, I can't separate out 
his rather unpleasant personal life 
from them. I keep thinking about 



a Bo Diddley surfing LP where they 
put on some of his old records and 

something bizarre. It’s the kind of 
scam that people used to get up to. 
I've got it. Something like Surfng 
With Bo. 


THE WEST COAST POP¬ 
ART EXPERIMENTAL 
BAND 

"1906" from Transparent Day 
(Edsel) 

Sounds like The Shadows Of 
Knight 

Sounds a bit like Mark E Smith with 
that vaguely dissatisfied muttering 
in the background. Nice guitar 
sound. Is it Syndicate Of Sound? 
You're going to have to tell me. 


Is it? By God! I must admit I don't 
remember this track at all and I've 
actually got an LP by them. It's dead 
good — I shall dig it out and play it 
this weekend. I really like it That gui¬ 
tar's really nice — it does remind me 
almost of Lonnie Mack at the end. 

I actually saw them do a gig once 

in Fontana, California. But its one 
of those things that I can't remem¬ 
ber a thing about, beyond the fact 

[At that time] I used to hang out— 
much to their resentment, I don't 

turn up at a lot of Seeds gigs and I've 



John Peel was born in Heswell, Liverpool. He began his long career as a 
radio DJ after moving to America in the early 60s, working initially in Dallas, 
Texas for WRR. Over the next five years he worked for a variety of US radio 
stations, including KLMA in Oklahoma City and KMEN in Los Angeles. He 
returned to the UK ini 967 at the height of the Summer Of Love and 
Joined Radio London to present The Perfumed Garden. The same year he 
joined the BBC’s newly formed Radio One network where he presented the 
infamous Top Gear show. He has remained with the station ever since. His 
former producer John Walters has called Peel "The single most important 
figure in popular music over the last 25 years." Ks a fair if somewhat melo¬ 
dramatic assessment: more so than any other 'mainstream' DJ, Peel has 
consistently championed music's marginalised factions, from mid-60s psy¬ 
chedelia, through reggae, punk, rap, Jungle and so on, often in the face of 
concerted disapproval from his Radio One bosses. The jukebox test took 
place at Peel's home in Stowmarket, Suffolk, where he lives with his wife and 
four children (who are all named in honour of Liverpool FC). The session 
lasted for around three hours before being brought to a premature halt 
when his children returned home from school and took over the house. The 
jukebox selections which we didn't have time to play him included New Age 
Steppers, Huun-Huur-Tu, Little Richard, The Merseys and Fear Factory. 


There was an extraordinary LP 
that they made together called, 
imaginatively, Two Guitars, where 
they jammed on one side on a 
Chuck Berry rhythm and on the 
other side on a Bo Diddley rhythm. 
That kind of rhythm was called 'A 
Shave And A Haircut — Two Bits', 

on black barber's shops and that’s 
what the rhythm was [sings in syn¬ 
copation]: ‘Shave And A Hair Cut — 
Two Bits'. And they had a track on 
the same LP called something like 
■Liverpool Rock'because at the 
time it was obligatory to link what¬ 
ever you did with Liverpool if you 
possibly could — in the same way 

ously had surfing LPs. There's even 


The Seeds and I'm sure they 
thought 'Not that twat again’ — like 
you do — but they were always quite 
civil. It was around that time that they 
had the Sunset Strtp hots, immor¬ 
talised in that Buffalo Springfield 
song "For What Its Worth'. There 
was a place called Pandora’s Box 
which was going to be closed down 
and the kids took to the streets — 
there was senous noting. 

[Pandora's Box] was notable for 
me because this band that I used 
to know in Riverside called The 
Misunderstood played there — one 

Pandora’s Box was incredibly hip, 
and they got up onstage and said, 
‘We're from Riverside’—which is a 
bit like saying,'We’re from 
Stowmarket', and people actually 






tittered. But they were one of the 
best live bands I've seen in my life 

ing. Bearing in mind this was about 
66, the bass player played slide 
bass and they had a steel guitar 
player called Glen Campbell and he 
was just unbelievable. I mean the 


without pedals. And 
Glen was hitching up the pedals, 
the rest of the band would say, 
'Wow, ifs going to be a big night 
tonight, Glen’s using the pedals!' So 
they came on, played this set and 
when they'd finished all the hipsters 
just stood back open-mouthed, 


her. Then other people came along 
like Mike Hart from The Liverpool 
Scene and the awful Principal 
Edwards Magic Theatre. 


probably find incredibly embarrass¬ 
ing — if I survive — in 20 years 
(me. And I kind of hope I do. I used 
to play records by James Taylor, for 
God's sake! Some of the things we 
used to play on the radio when we 
started in the early 70s were just 


It's just stuff that tah 



The drumming sounds like The Way 
We Live, the rest of it doesn't [Long 
pause] It does sound like The Way 
We Live. Once again it sounds 


Oh well, thats the same thing. The 
Way We Live is Tractor. Ifs the 
same people. They did their first LP 
as The Way We Live and then I 
said, 'Thafs such a crap name', so 
they changed it to Tractor, which 
wasn't much better. In fact I’m not 
sure that I didn't suggest Tractor. 
I'm fairly impressed that I recog¬ 
nised the drum sound, because 
thafs a muso's thing that I wouldn’t 
normally do at all. 


arrangement whereby I got no 
money out of it at all, because then 
I wouldn't have been able to play 
the stuff on the radio. So I had to 

the BBC to the effect that I didn't 
get any wages or expenses or any¬ 
thing -1 s(ll don't Bridget St John 
is a friend of ours and nobody was 

started the label really to record 


and the lead singer, John Knail, 
advanced unsteadily to the edge of 
the stage, with lots of students look¬ 
ing up at him thinking,'Oh thafs 
really beautiful', and he just got his 
dick out and pissed into the audi¬ 
ence. And obviously Jac Holzman 


CAPTAIN BEEFHEART 
"The Key To The Highway" 
from untitled bootleg tape 

This isn't Son House at the 100 


Beefheart I haven't heard him do 
this. Where was this recorded? 




in Manchester. They emptied the 
building. They had no bass - they 

turned everything up as treble as It 
would go. The singer was a desert¬ 
er from the British Army or some¬ 
thing and used to wear a ludicrous 
wig and a beret We got Jac 
Holzman over from Elektra 
Records, because we needed the 
money to make more records, and 
he was actually quite a nice bloke 
-1 really liked the Elektra stuff at 
the time, so we saw him as a kind 
of ally, we thought he would be a 

We arranged a gig at some college 
in North London and they were 
monstrous. I loved them. I mean to 
me they represented the punk spirit 
before it happened. And they turned 
upatthisthingOneofthemhad 
had to drive the van because they'd 
been stopped somewhere on the 
way down to London because the 
driver was pissed — and this was like 
about four o'clock in the afternoon, 
and he’d been dragged off to the 
police Staton. So they arrived in a 
terrible temper because they were 
pissed as well but they'd had to drive. 
And they got more and more pissed 


God, I've never 
thing like this. I 
been such a thing as a genius in the 
history of popular music, this is him. 
And it grieves me more than any¬ 
thing that he’s so ill. 

I hired a car and drove him to gigs 
the first time [The Magic Band] 
came over [1968], and actually 
found a tape of 20 minutes of the 


Beefheart gig wh 
tour, when they played at Frank 
Freeman's Dancing School in 


wiches and stuff and they were 
really sweet people. 

And again, half of the audience 
left during the first number, when 
[Beefheart] used to play this extra¬ 
ordinary horn that he’d got from 
Ornette Coleman. If you’d asked 
him to play'The White Cliffs Of 
Dover - he'd not have been able to 


I always find it difficult to analyse, 
describe, review, those things I care 
about most And with Beefheart to 
me he's so plainly in a class of his 
own and a distillation of all the wis¬ 
doms, as it were. I never forget sit- 
tog with him in a hotel in Edgware 
Road, just talking to him. And he had 
a sketch pad and he'd come in and 
tell you about all these new songs 
he’d written and he'd say ifs going 
to be on the next LP and of course it 


wouldn't look anything like her, but 
you just knew that it was. 

One of the first things he said to 
me was — almost be way of intro- 

but I'm seven people away from 
myself at the moment, but I'm get¬ 
ting closer all foe time.’ And at first 
you'd think it was hippy bullshit but 
then you'd think, 'I know what he 
means.' And a lot of his things were 
almost like little jokes. Look at 
something like "Big-Eyed Beans 
From Venus", which obviously at 

'Bug-Eyed Beings From Venus' — 


word-playthings. 

He was sort of indmidating but 
not deliberately so. It kind of dimin¬ 
ishes him to present him as some 
wacko kind of bloke. He's just quite 
a funny man. He hated the record 
industry and assumed that he was 


) something for people 
r who hadn't got 
anything to do and so he put on 
these gigs. Everybody played there 
at one (me or another. When you 
I up, they we 


Oh, this is good. Ifs funny, I was 
trying to identify a record this 
morning. I played it on foe radio 
and for the life of me I can't 


great Jungle record. Ifs got a kind 
of white voice on it, it keeps going, 
■Reel and come again, selector. 
Not in a Jamaican voice at all, and 







I don't know what this is. You just 
lose track. So this could be some- 
ve played on 


nothing there that does anything 


heard in my life before. I like it 
I've rather pissed off my regular 
supplier of pre-release reggae sin 
gles by sending them all back, 


advertising and I’m sure that 
someone's getting ready Neil 
Diamond: The Jungle Remixes. It': 


ROXANNE SHANTE 
"Runaway" from Street Jams: 
sp From The Top Part 


fortable. It’s just so kind of sexist and 
aggressive and pointless really. In 
the early days it was a lot lighter, 
some of it was funny and humorous, 


dictable, so many of them are just 
absurdly sexist and unplayable and 
I really think that Jungle is the next 
step for reggae, after bluebeat and 
ska and all of those things. This is a 
mixture of all sorts. There’s kind of 
trancey elements and all kinds of 
bits and pieces. 

This is DJ CrysU from die first Drum And 

I was listening to that this morning. 

I was skipping through it trying to 
identify the one with the "Reel and 
cane again, selector. I'm not quite 
sure what it means: 'Play the same 
thing again’, I guess, but ifs just so 
attractive. Ifs a poetic way of say¬ 
ing, 'Play it again, Sam', and you 
think, 'Thafs terrific’ I just love that 
kind of use of language. 

ler to Jungle. I’ve 


ber hearing about three years ago, 
a record that was going on — and 
rightly so — about the need for 
equality among the races and ■ 
Black freedom. But in the next 
verse or the one after, there was a 
lot of stuff about beating the shit 
out of your ’ho if she hasn't got a 
meal waiting for you when you get 
home. And you think, 'Can’t you 




Oh yes, we used to get sent turds 
by the British Movement — we had 
some frightening letters. We had 
death threats and stuff but we 
don't get those now. 



records and listen to them in the 
hope of finding something that I 
want to play on the radio, but there's 


I have a bit I remember outraging 
John Walters [Peel's former. Radio 
One producer] because both of us, 
oddly enough, had a kind of trad 
jazz period. I've got an enormous 
number of records by George Lewis 


— this isn't the trombone player but 
the clarinet player — and Bunk 
Johnson and obviously the British 
end of that Chris Collier, Chris 
Barber, Acker Bilk. I outraged John 
Walters by saying that the jazz that I 
like is in old black and white movies, 
when the bad guys used to run out 
of somewhere, leap into a DeSotto 
and put on the radio and there 
would be kind of hot, fast music 
spilling out I don’t want anything 
that requires too much intellectual 
effort just something thafs trucu- 


Chris McGregor. Yeah, well that was 
kind of Walters's influence, because 
I was the victim of these same kind 
of uncertainties as the people who 
listen to the programme. I always 
see myself as being the listeners 
man on the inside really. And 
Walters used to persuade me that 
The Brotherhood Of Breath — and 
one or two other things besides — 
were the kind of stuff that we ought 
to be doing. It was culturally OK, but 
you couldn’t get into it like you 
could get into a Gene Vincent track 
Nucleus would be another one. 
Remember Nucleus? Ian Carr was 


This is a complete mystery to me, I 
have to say. 

The keyboard player [Miles] usually plays 


Thafs not much of a clue! Usually 
plays something else — Chris 
Waddle? Robbie Fowler? Ifs not 
another of Thurston Moore’s 
bizarre... No. The beginning did' 
sound vaguely Jungle-y, the per¬ 


mit a session for Nucleus?', we 


de of my musical life — no, ifs 
true. I've said this a thousand times 
before but it remains true, they're 
always the same and always differ¬ 
ent and I just love that about them 
and look forward to their records 
more than any other. When I get a 
new Fall LP, I actually try to ration 
myself and say,'Well, I’ll listen to 
one track and one track tomorrow', 

for a couple of days but then I go 
mad and listen to the whole record. 

Considering they were in with punk from 

wards, do you see that as a... 

Denial of the punk spirit? 


Thafs right. I don't blame them for 



THE FALL 
“Rowche Rumble” from 
Totale’s Turns (Rough Trade) 

[Immediately] Ah, Gods, they 
bestride the world. I can’t explain, I 
just adore them. If they made a 
bad record I wouldn't know. All 
they have to do is turn up and 
thafs enough. The only person I 
would place on the same level as 
Beefheart would be Mark E Smith. 


lar music, but in almost any ar 
activity — to be able to sustain 
your interest for that length of time 
without either veering Into self-par¬ 
ody or becoming kind of safe and 

To me they're like the great mira- 


Elastica, in particular, I think they're 
really good. Most of those bands — 
I think, 'Well I've heard something 
like that before.' Most of the peo- 
to the programme 


Is this Ethiopian? I only know ifs 
Ethiopian because I got a bunch of 
Ethiopian 7” singles about 15 years 
ago and you can just recognise the 

Continued on page 65 
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team of critics and commentators on their favourite 


music of the year. From Africa to Ambient, Techno to 
Tuvan throat singing, here is where to access al I of 
1994's finest music in the most comprehensive 
chart breakdowns anywhere. 


28 The Wire 







2 . Protection — Massive Attack (Circa) 

3 . Buried Dreams — David Toop & Max Eastley (Beyond) 

4 . Die Like A Dog — Peter Brotzmann (FMP) 

5. Silver Apples Of The Moon — Laika (Too Pure) 

6. Live At Disobey - Charles Gayie (Blast FirstfThe Wire) 

7. The Sun Rises in The East—Jeru The Damaaja (London) 

8. Grayfolded - John Oswald (Swell/Artefact) 

9. Herd Of Instinct - 'O'rang (Echo) 

10 . Officium - Jan Garbarek/The Hilliard Ensemble (ECM) 

11. Newfoundland - AMM (Matchless) 

12 . Music For The Films Of Buster Keaton - Bill Frisell (Elektra Nonesuch) 

13. Ill Communication — Beastie Boys (Capitol) 

14 =. Nothing/Nothingness — Earthling (White Label) 

14 =. Merry Christmas — FM Einheit/Caspar Brotzmann (Blast First) 

16 . Let Love In — Nick Cave (Mute) 

17 . Snivilisation — Orbital (Internal) 

18. The Surgery Of Touch — Paul Schiitze (Sentrax) 

19. Parallel Universe — 4 Hero (Reinforced) 

20 . Flava In Ya Ear — Craig Mack (Bad Boy) 

21=. Mars Audiac Quintet — Stereolab (Duophonic) 

21 =. Regulate... G-Funk Era — Warren G (Death Row) 

23 =. Musik— Plastikman (Novamute) 

23 =. Tango N'Vectif — p-Ziq (Rephlex) 

25 . N'ssi N'ssi - Cheb Khaled (Mango) 

26 . Hips And Makers — Kristin Hersh (4AD) 

27 . Concerto For Orchestra No 2 — Robin Holloway (NMC) 

28 . International Times — Trans-Global Underground (Nation) 

29 =. Prose Combat — MC Solaar (Talkin Loud) 

29 =. Chocolate Synthesizer — Boredoms (WEA Japan) 

31 . Ponderosa-Tricky (Island) 

32 . Grace — Jeff Buckley (Columbia) 

33 . The Anatomy Of Addiction — God (Pathological) 

34 . Music Box - Ron! Size (Full Cycle) 

35. Seee The Time — Fun-Da-Mental (Beggars Banquet) 

36 . Govinda's Dream (A Guy Called Gerald Remixes) — Suns Of Arqa (Arka) 

37 . Parklife - Blur (Parlophone) 

38 . Vulvaland — Mouse On Mars (Too Pure) 

39 . Evanescence — Scorn (Earache) 

40 . Unplugged In New York —Nirvana (Geffen) 

41. Five Titles - Ascension (Shock) 

42 . Innerelements - Ken Ishii (R&S) 

43 . Product Of The Environment — Moody Boyz (Guerilla) 

44 . The Yellow Shark - FrankZappa (Music For Nations) 

45 . Firin' In Fouta — Baaba Maal (Mango) 

46 . Chamber Music — Roger Sessions (Koch) 

47 . Inner City Life — Metalheads (ffrr) 

48 . Mood Swing — Joshua Redman (WEA) 

49 . Portraits — Barry Guy/London Jazz Composers' Orchestra (Intakt) 

50. Dressing For Pleasure — Jon Hassel & Bluescreen (WEA) 

Voters: Sylvestre Balazard, Jake Barnes, Clive Bell, Chris Blackford, Laura Connelly, 

Kodwo Eshun, Louise Gray, Andy Hamilton, Tony Herrington, David llic, 

Jakubowski Howard Iriandel, K Martin, Susan Masters, Will Montgomery, Edwin 
Pouncey, Simon Reynolds, Tom Ridge, Peter Shapiro, Paul Stump, Julie 
Taraska, David Toop, Ben Watson, Barry Witherden, Robert Yates Rob Young 
(NB: Unlike many of their fellow Wire contributors, David Toop and K Martin did 
not vote for their own allxims in any of their individual end of year charts) 















2 . The Sun Rises In The East — Jeru The Damaaja (London) 

3. Muse Sick-N-Hour Mess Age - Public Enemy (Def Jam) 

4 . Finley's Rainbow - A Guy Called Gerald (Juice Box) 

5 . Renegade Snares - Omni Trio (Moving Shadow) 

6. Flava In Ya Ear - Craig Mack (Bad Boy) 

7 . Warpdrive — DJ Crystl (DJ) 

8 . Parallel Universe — 4 Flero (Reinforced) 

9 . Product Of The Environment - Moody Boyz (Guerilla) 

10. Regulate... G-Funk Era - Warren G (Death Row) 

11. Music Box — Roni Size (Moving Shadow) 

12. Inner City Life - Metalheads (ffrr) 

13 . Doggystyle — Snoop Doggy Dogg (Death Row) 

14. Deep Love - Dillinja (Logic Prodictions) 

15. Nothing/Nothingness — Earthling (White Label) 

16 . Dummy — Portishead (Go! Discs) 

17 . Rolled Into One - E-Z Rollers (Moving Shadow) 

18 . Ill Communication — Beastie Boys (Grand Royal) 

19 . Ming-Slowly (Chill Out) 

20 . Lethal Injection — Ice Cube (Fourth & Broadway) 


Voters: Jake Barnes, Kodwo Eshun, Laura Connelly, Tony 

Herrington, K Martin, Peter Shapiro, Simon Reynolds, 
Robert Yates, David Toop, Ben Watson, Rob Young 




2 . Herd Of Instinct — ‘O'rang (Echo) 

3 . Dl Go Pop — Disco Inferno (Rough Trade) 

4 . Prazision - Labradford (Kranky) 

5 . Motion Pool - Main (Beggars Banquet) 

6. Celebrate The New Dark Age — Polvo (Touch And Go) 

7. Flellum — Pram (Too Pure) 

8 . Merry Christmas — FM Einhelt/Caspar Brotzmann (Blast First) 

9 . Chocolate Synthesfeer — Boredoms (WEA Japan) 

10 . Evanescence — Scorn (Earache) 

11. Selfless - Godflesh (Earache) 

12 . Orange — Jon Spencer Blues Explosion (Matador) 

13. The Anatomy Of Addiction — God (Pathological) 

14 . Vanishing Point - The (EC) Nudes (ReR) 

15 . Pathetique — Fushitsusha (PSF) 

16. Flying Saucer Attack — Flying Saucer Attack (FSA) 

17. Experimental Jet Set Trash And No Star — Sonic Youth (Geffen) 

18. Middle Class Revolt — The Fall (Permanent) 

19. Tortoise - Tortoise (City Slang) 

20. Excecration That Accept To Knowledge — Keiji Haino (Forced Exposure) 


Voters: Sylvestre Batazard, Chris Blackford, Tony Herrington, David llic, 
Jakubowski, K Martin, Susan Masters, Edwin Pouncey, Simon 
Reynolds, Tom Ridge, Barry Witfierden, Rob Young 



- classi c al 

iwd Out—Mark-Anthony 

2 . Concerto For Orchestra No 2 - Robin Holloway (NMC) 

3 . String Quartets — Kevin Volans (Argo) 

4 . The Sinking Of The Titanic — Gavin Bryars (Point) 

5 . Chamber Music — Roger Sessions (Koch) 

6. Officium — Jan Garbarek/The Hilliard Ensemble (ECM) 

7 . After The Rain — Barry Guy (NMC) 

8. Antiphonies — Harrison Birwistle (Collins) 

9 . Symphony No 3 - Peter Maxwell Davies (Collins) 

10. Symphony No 6 - Allan Hovhaness (Koch) 













electroniea 




2 . Newfoundland - AMM (Matchless) 


3 . Die Lite A Doe — Peter Brotzmann (FMP) 

4. Company 91 — Company (Incus) 

5 . Trio (London) 1 993 — Anthony Braxton/Evan Parker/Paul Rutherford (Leo) 

6. Imaginary Values — Evan Parker/Barry Guy/Paul Lytton (Maya) 

Z. Portraits — Barry Guy/London Jazz Composers' Orchestra (Intakt) 

8. Olu Iwa - Cecil Taylor (Soul Note) 

9. Quartet, Sextet And Trio - Paul Dunmall & Babu (SLAM) 

10. The Horrors Of Darmstadt — Hession/Wilkinson/Fell (Shock) 

11. In The Name Of... - Music Revelation Ensemble (DIW) 

12. Music For The Films Of Buster Keaton - Bill Frisell (Elektra Nonesuch) 

13 . De-Icer — Pinski Zoo (SUM) 

14. The Shakedown Club — Billy Jenkins/Steve Noble (Babel) 

15. Wish - Joshua Redman (Warners) 

16. Revelation — Cyrus Chestnut (Atlantic) 

1Z. Les Diaboliques — Maggie Nichols/Irene Schweizer/Joelie Leandre (Intakt) 

18 . Three Blokes - Evan Parker/Lol Coxhill/Steve Lacy (FMP) 

19 . Ancient Rituals — Sonny Simmons (Qwest/Reprise) 

20 . Polytown - Mick Karn/David TorrVTerry Bozzio (CMP) 



1. The Surgery Of Touch - Paul Schutze (Sentrax) 

2 . Snivilisation — Orbital (Internal) 


3 . Tango N'Vectif - p-Ziq (Rephlex) 

4 . Selected Ambient Works II - Aphex Twin (Warp) 

5 . Buried Dreams - David Toop/Max Eastley (Beyond) 

6. Vulvaland - Mouse On Mars (Too Pure) 

Z. Metri — 0 (Sahko) 

8 =. Musik - Plastikman (Novamute) 

8=. Haunted Dancehal! - Sabres Of Paradise (Warp) 

10 . Innerelements- Ken Ishii (R&S) 

11. 76:14 - Global Communication (Dedicated) 

12 =. Dubnobasswrthmyheadman — Underworld (Junior Boys Own) 
12 =. Weathered Well - Locust (R&S) 

14. Pavillion Of The New Spirit — Bedouin Ascent (Rising High) 

15 . Nephology - Air Liquide (Rising High) 

16 . Incunabula —Autechre (Warp) 

1Z. Mettle — Autocreation (Inter-Modo) 

18 . SkilN Frank - Jon Dalby(GPR) 

19 . The Conversation — Cabaret Voltaire (R&S) 

20 . Softcore — Atom Heart (Fax) 


Voters: Kodwo Eshun, Louise Gray, Jakubowski, Susan 
Masters, K Martin, Tony Herrington, Simon 
Reynolds, Rob Young 


Voters: Chris Blackford, Unton Chiswick Laura Connelly, Richard 

Cook John Corbett, Andy Hamilton, Tony Herrington, David 
llic, Howard Mandel, Will Montgomery, Paul Stump, Ben 
Watson, Barry Witherden, Rob Young 



2 . Firin' In Fouta — Baaba Maal (Mango) 

3 . Coyor Panon — Detty Kurnia (Flametree) 

4 . The Last Prophet—Nusrat Fateh Ali Khan (Real World) 

5 . N'ssi N’ssi - Khaled (Mango) 

6. Frozen Brass Volumes 1 & 2 — Various Artists (Pan) 

Z. Bollywood Flashback - Bally Sagoo (Columbia) 

8 . Music From Southern Laos — Molam Lao (Nimbus) 


9 . Eagle Brother - Mari Boine (Verve World) 

10 . Kalfou Danjere — Boukman Eksperyans (Mango) 


Voters: Sylvestre Balazard, Clive Bell, John Corbett, Tony 
Herrington, Richard Scott, Rob Young 













2 . Headz: A Soundtrack Of Experimental HipHop Jams (Mo Wax) 

3 . Drum And Bass Selection Volumes 1 & 2 (Breakdown) 


4. If Deejay Was Your Trade (Blood And Fire) 

5. Em:t 3394 (Em:t) 

6 . The Okeh R&B Story (Okeh/Sony) 

7. Electric And Acoustic Mali (Hemisphere) 

8 . Hi-Phat Diet (Wild Pitch) 

9 . Unknown Public 04: Musical Machinery (Unknown Public) 

10. Leaders Of The New School: Enforcers Volumes 6 & 7 (Reinforced) 

11. Soul Jazz Love Strata East (Soul Jazz) 

12. Out There: A Brief Thread Through Time (Pi) 

13 . Ethiopian Groove: The Golden 70s (Blue Silver) 

14 . Distant Music (Unitunes) 

15. Chill Out Classics Volume 1 (Chill Out) 


Compiled by The Wire sound system 




2 . Grayfolded — John Oswald (Swell/Artefact) 

3 . Officium — Jan Garbarek/The Hilliard Ensemble (ECM) 

4 . The Sporting Life — Diamanda Galas/John Paul Jones (Mute) 

5 . The Grand Delusion — The Tape Beatles (Staalplaat) 

6 . Smut — Dave Soldier (Avant) 

7 . Islets In Pink Polypropylene — Anthony Manning (Irdial) 

8 . The Trance Of Seven Colors— Maleem Mahmoud Ghania/Pharoah 
Sanders (Axiom) 

9 . The Third Chamber — Loop Guru (North South) 

10. Scanner2-Scanner(Ash) 

11. International Times — Trans-Global Underground (Nation) 

12 . Tokyo Space Cowboys - Audio Active (On-U Sound) 

13 . Athos: Journey To The Holy Mountain — Stephan Micus (ECM) 

14. FFWD - FFWD (Inter-Modo) 

15. Light In Extension/Dead Slow - Divination (Stoned Heights) 

Voters: Sylvestre Balazard, Clive Bell, Chris Blackford, Kadwo Eshun, Louise 
Gray, Andy Hamilton, Tony Herrington, David llic, Jakubowski, K Martin, Susan 
Masters, Edwin Pouncey, Paul Stump, David Toop, Rob Young 



-reissues 

~lr Beauty Is A Rare Thing —On 




2 . Aus Den Sieben Tagen — Karlheinz Stockhausen (Stockhausen Verlag) 

3 . Space Age Bachelor Pad Music — Esquivel (Bar/None) 

4 . Trout Mask Replica — Captain Beefheart & The Magic Band (Rhino) 

5 . What I Say? Volumes 1 & 2 — Miles Davis (JMY) 

6 . 1967/8-The Art Ensemble (Nessa) 

7 . Outside The Dream Syndicate — Tony Conrad/Faust (Table Of The Elements) 

8. Music In The World Of Islam — Various Artists (Topic) 

9 . Pick A Dub - Keith Hudson (Blood And Fire) 

10. The 69 Los Angeles Sessions — Fela Kuti (Stems) 

11. Music For A New Society - John Cale (Ze) 

12. Way To Blue - Nick Drake (Island) 

13. Live In Seattle - John Coltrane (Impulse!) 

14 . Historic Moments Volume 1 — Creation Rebel (On-U Sound) 

15. Grotesque: After The Gramme — The Fall (Castle) 


Compiled by The Wire sound system 
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The fire this time 

Baaba Maal's cosmopolitan Firin' In 
Fouta was one of the defining 
moments of the year, and perhaps 
the decade. Though imperfect it is 
nevertheless an event as clearly 
significant as Salif Keita’s Soro was 
in 1987. But where Keita never 
really followed up this success, and 
other artists such as Youssou 
N'Dour (or Fela Kuti or Sunny Ade) 

truly international arena, Maal 
seems fundamentally at ease with 
his mass of influences and his 
audience. His treatment of funk 
and reggae not only demonstrates 
the degree to which these rhythmic 
formations have become the 

also how at home African culture Is 
with such a multiplicity—far more 
so than dominant Western cultures 
whose use of other cultures is 


Let freedom ring 

The gracious, peaceful spirits of 
John Coltrane and Albert Ayler 

the unlikely surroundings of North 
London's Disobey club twice this 
year, as American saxophonist 
Charles Gayle brought something 
very like the authentic American 
free jazz flame to the capital. 
Screaming, honking and whooping, 
he showed a packed club how the 
seemingly most violent music can 



1994 : 

rewind 


Rewired circuits 

A catalytic year for electronic music 
- a new aesthetic being forged 

commentators’ noses. The New 
Jazz 1 , some people called it true In 
the sense that musicians were 
groping their way into the latest 
instrumental technologies, trying to 

so, in that sampling equipment 
allowed the music to refer to other 
sciences, atmospherics and cultures 
as well as itself. Connectivity 
(through open-minded labels, 
remixes, networking, convergence 
sites such as The Electronic Lounge, 
Disobey, Mixing It, the Isolationism 
compilation) was foregrounded 
instead of just left to chance. It was 

that electronics don't now have to 
signal runaway-train bangin’ 

Techno; but by the year’s end a 



Bush telegraph 

which Jungle took flight and left 
everyone else for dead. Goldie aka 
Metalheads signed to London, 
while his single "Inner City Life” 
received the applause denied to 
his 1993 "Angel" track. ‘Ambient 
Jungle’, the music pioneered by 


frequently predicated on their 
destruction. Maal and his British 
producer Simon Emmerson thus 
achieve a pluralism that has so far 
eluded many. Such a conversation 


compassionate and spiritual. 

Another unforgettable highlight to 
this year's free music calender was, 
inevitably, Company Week. 17 
years after Derek Bailey organised, 


established: the pulse- 
manipulations of pure circuitry (Jon 
Dalby, 0, Autechre, the German 
Mille Plateaux label) and 
electroacoustic sculpture-narratives 


Goldie, Foul Play, Omni Trio, Body 
Snatch and LTJ Bukem throughout 
93 and elaborated upon by Roni 
Size, DJ Crystl, E-Z Rollers, Da 
Intallex and others in 94, was 


Steve Coleman’s attitude on Too Of 
Mad Phot, another funk-highpoint 
of recent civilisation. What more 
positive signposts could we ask for 
to indicate one of the ways that the 
music of the millennium might 


spontaneous free improvisation, he 
called a halt to what has become 
an institution. Ending in the bold 


year featured, for the first and only 
time, two dancers. Japanese Butoh 
dancer Min Tanaka and veteran 
American tap dancer Will Gaines 
could not have approached things 
more differently: one codified and 
psychological and the other 
steeped in the wiles of 


than drama in their meeting, and 
the results were compelling. It will 


Enrt labels, Loop Guru, Global 
Communication, Locust). Next year: 

science, art and ritual, rob young 



’progressive’. Such naive praise 
worked at the expense of key 
players such as Hyper-On- 
Experience, A Guy Called Gerald, 
DJ Hype and Family Of 
Intelligence, indeed anyone who 
didn't exactly fit its terms. The 
triumph of crossover and overdue 
major deals obscured the music’s 
truly radical reinvention of digital 
rhythm. Jungle has cracked the 
breakbeat devolved bass beyond 
dub to the extent that no digital 
music can either afford to ignore it 
or help but be changed by it. 





On the fringe 

liy year as a consumer was 
bracketed by the live debut of the 
fabulous Boredoms, whose songs 
were the long-awaited suspect 
device we all hoped would one 


members of The Scratch 
Orchestra, presenting the first 
avant garde event to happen at 
the ICA in 15 years (laughter), in 
between, some of the best live 


director of The London Musicians' 
Collective, I was lucky enough to 
be involved in the realisation of a 
number of interesting projects: 
The Schlippenbach Trio at Evan 
Parker's birthday bash; Stock 
Hausen And Walkman being 
funky in Manchester; John Tilbury 


playing Morton Feldman; and, call 
me an idealise People's Liberation 
Music Otomo Yoshihide and 
Yamatsuka Eye provided the high 
point of the LMC Festival and, for 


Board took a proactive role, 
boldly encouraging initiatives by 
the likes of Club Integral and 
Nosepaint, and itself initiating a 
series of multi-disciplinary events 
at the Ministry Of Sound. 
Encouraging also was the 
emergence of Blast First's 
Disobey club: its New Music 
programming was pretty much 
impeccable, some of it taking 
genuinely bold risks. The idea of a 
free concert of the works of Phill 
Niblock would have been 
unimaginable a couple of years 

thrown down to audiences and 


organisers alike, ed Baxter 


Get physical 



visceral physicality for the out-of- 
body experiences of the Ambient 
World. In their excitement with 
their new MIDI toys, Disco Inferno 
forgot to evolve their music much 
beyond their heroes Joy Division, 
reducing Dl Go Pop to a lumpy, 
unco-ordinated mess of 
technological possibilities. 

Similarly, added samplers and 

standard of what was going on 
elsewhere in Electronica (see: 
Insides). Post-rock could still be 
the cyber-rock Simon Reynolds 
predicted in The Wire 123, but 
only if it manages the fusion of live 
instrumentation and technology, 
colour and structure that the two 
(separate) camps which currently 



dominate fringe rock (Lo-fi in the 
US being the other) currently 
keep at arm's length. In 1994, 

doing much to combine these 
possibilities into something that 
approached a genuine Techno- 
Animal State. JAKUBOWSKI 


Only connect! 

unlikely alliances and generic' 
bleed-through. Scorn (ex-Napalm 
Death) and Tricky (ex-Massive) 
found themselves exploring much 
the same desolate realm of 
apocalyptic ‘HipHop blues'. Aphex 
Twin won grudging respect and/or 

Isolationist posse for his 
Berio/Ligeti/et oHndebted Selected 
Ambient Works il. But the most 
thrilling hybrids were concocted in 

genre based around mutation and 

rockers Bark Psychosis went 
breakbeat as Boymerang, while 



Laika’s Silver Apples Of The Moon 
LP sounded like they had one ear 
cocked to pirate radio and the 
other to Can's mid-70s 
ethnofunkadelia. The fusion-tinged 
drum and bass Jungle of Roni 
"Music Box" Size got him signed to 
Trip Hop label Mo Wax; Omni 
Trio's John Barry symphonies and 
ballistic breaks on "Renegade 
Snares' and the "Volume Five" EP 
outmoded Saint Etienne's 
sampladelia overnight; Foul Play 


(Remix)"; A Guy Called Gerald's 
"Nazinji-Zaka" and Metalheads' 
"Jail" were like King Sunny Ade 
gone digital. By comparison, most 
UK and all US guitar-based effort 




















In Cologne, 1968, in 
the middle of a 
German rock’n'roll 
revolution, five 
musicians with an 
exceptional vision began 
creating the most 
influential avant music to emerge since 


_^mutters 

invention 


the war. A frightening combination of 
anarchy, exuberance and experience, 
they called themselves Can. In the 
second of his articles on Krautrock, 
Julian Cope (above) traces a 
personal history of the group. 


‘Inability is often the mother of restriction, and restriction is the 
great mother of inventive performance. ‘ 

— Holger Czukay 

Can was formed in the exhilarating revelation of 
seasoned musicians discovering rock 'n' roll in the social and cultural 
ferment of mld-60s West Germany. While most rock musicians play 
only what they are capable of, most members of Can were over 30 and 
music veterans when the group formed. And such was the effect of 
psychedelic rock on all of them that they had to radically change their 
style in order to even play the music 
Since 1965, two students of Stockhausen, Holger Czukay and Irmin 
Schmidt had talked of forming a group together, a group that would 
both utilise and transcend ethnic, electronic experimental, and modem 
classical music. But now it was 1967 and Czukay was a music teacher. 
One of his students, Michael Karoli, had recently blown Czukay's mind 
by playing him The Beatles' *1 Am The Walrus’. And It was soon after 
this, whilst listening to Jimi Hendrix, The Mothers Of Invention and The 
Velvet Underground's first LP one night, that Irmin Schmidt and Holger 
Czukay finally decided to take the plunge and include rock 'n' roll 


elements in their group. Like Kraftwerk later, they were from an 
extremely academic background, and were uncomfortable yet 
fascinated by every aspect of rock 'n' roll. But it was rock 'n' roll’s sense 
of moment that thrilled them most of all. 

Irmin Schmidt was 31 years old, and a life-long fan of experimentalist 
Olivier Messiaen. At the famous Darmstadt Kurse Fur Neue Musik, he 
had studied under Stockhausen, Luciano Berio, John Cage and Pierre 
Boulez; four of the greatest composers of the 20th century. Schmidt 
had been a conductor, a singing teacher, a theatre critic and a writer for 
both theatre and films before his move to rock 'n' roll. 

With Schmidt on organ and piano, and Czukay's student, the 19 year 
old Michael Karoli on guitar, Czukay himself chose to play bass. He 
claims that this was initially because ’no one really listened to the bass’, 
but Czukay also required freedom to operate the tape-machine, and it 
was as editor of the group’s musical visions that he would come to be 
known. Calling themselves Inner Space, the group found a free jazz 
drummer called Jaki Liebezeit, also over 30 years old, and also on a 
new musical quest 

Jaki Liebezeit had been playing free jazz in Spain for 

five years. But recently, he had had a moment of immense life¬ 
changing clarity at a show he'd played. Liebezeit had been been 
touched and changed by the words of what he called, "some kind of 
freak". The ’freak" had slagged Liebezeit for playing free jazz, and said: 
‘Why do you play that shit? You must play monotonously.' Those words 

Liebezeit had never heard the word 'monotonously* used in a positive 
way before, and the pealing bells of truth shot through him. He changed 
his drum style immediately, and it was with this concept of monotony 
that the drummer entered Inner Space. He, in turn, chided Holger 
Czukay for playing too much bass, and Insisted that he try to play bass 
with "only one tone". Irmin Schmidt was later to claim that he himself 
often played nothing on early tracks, so trained as he was for standard 


musical achievement. So Inner Space was forged on restriction, and 
they were still talking obsessively about it when Hildegard Schmidt, 
Irmin’s wife, found their first singer. 

Malcolm Mooney was a black American, a sculptor and teacher. He 
had never sung before but threw himself into the role with such fervour 
that the others readily followed him. They accepted his new name for 
the group, The Can, and restricted themselves further still until late 
1968 saw them emerge as an experimental rock band. It was now that 
their friend, Mani Lohe, owner of the castle Schloss Norvenich, 
suggested they build a rehearsal studio in his home. Can organised a 
show at Norvenich, a happening which was to be recorded, in which 
they would play two long performances of a song called “You Doo 
Right”. In keeping with Can's truly restrictive style, the whole thing was 
recorded on two reel-to-reel tape recorders and parts were later used 
on their first album. 

The early recordings that Can made were a disparate 

cross between early Captain Beefheart (Safe As Milk period up to Mirror 
Man), Freak Out- period Mothers Of Invention, startlingly like The Fall, 
and specifically like The Velvet Underground. Yet the sound of late 68 
Can is still very much its own — a brutally simple intuitive trip, repetitive 
to the extreme and rarely a note-for-note copy of any other band. It is, 
perhaps, ironic then that Can's classic debut LP Monster Movie began 
their career on record with the group desperately trying not to play The 


(Listen to the group's Delay LP, recorded in 1968 but only released 
in 1982. These sessions were recorded just after, and some just before, 
the Monster Movie sessions. All are very original, very un-Velvets. With 
this weight of material to chose from for Monster Movie, we must 
assume that Can knew precisely what they were doing by opening the 
album with “Father Cannot Yell*.) 

On its release in August 1969, Monster Movie was greatly 
acclaimed. One of the recordings of “You Doo Right" from the Schloss 
Norvenich show now covered the whole of side two and was a moving 
epic masterpiece. And it was on the raw punk holler of “Outside Your 
Door that Malcolm Mooney consciously defined their musical stance 
with the repeated chorus, ‘Any colour is bad.' Unlike the Kosmische 
Musik of most of the other great German Krautrock bands of the time, 
Can had stylised themselves from the beginning as raw and 
expressionist, with clearly defined boundaries. But Mooney was having 
problems. The second show at Schloss Norvenich clashed with an 
exhibition above the performers. The constant movement of the 
audience, who saw the event more as a multi-media piece than the 
group’s own show, caused Mooney to start singing ‘Upstairs, downstairs, 
upstairs, downstairs' over and over until he was repeating the words on 
his own and the rest of the group had finished. He continued through 
the intermission and into Can's second performance, eventually 
collapsing from exhaustion. The rest of Can accepted this as part of the 



If The Velvets play in a junkyard. 

Can are somewhere more Sinister still. 


» 


'whatever* that happens at such events, Michael Karoli even saying: “It 
was quite nice really. Malcolm lost his head, which happens sometimes. 
The atmosphere was really good" 

But Mooney found life in West Germany increasingly difficult. He was 
totally out there and what’s more, he was black, too. A Jewish friend of 
Mooney told him that he was on the wrong path. This greatly affected 
the singer and he began to visit a psychiatrist for treatment But soon 
after the five hour happening they called 'Can-action-rock-incitement- 
playground", Malcolm Mooney's psychiatrist advised him to return to 
the United States, and in December 1969, Can's 'linguistic space 
communicator did just that. 


Velvet Underground's “European Son". But try as they did, still the 
album's opening track, “Father Cannot Yell’, would return again and 
again to its roots in The Velvets' sound, only to transcend similarities 
and shake out yet another classic song from the same form. 

“Father Cannot Yell" was a fascinating and fruitful exercise that TS 
Eliot would have been proud of. In his essay The Metaphysical Poets, 
Eliot chided the establishment for always seeing similarities between 
artists as negative. Why, he asked, was it not possible to return to the 
ancient bardic perspective that happily accepted the apprentice's use of 
his master’s blueprint? Only in acceptance of what had gone before 
could he himself truly move on. Can certainly proved this on Monster 
Movie. It's an incredible record in terms of both original invention and 
also 'rip-off invention. Can’s brazenness with “Father Cannot Yell - gave 
the world a great song that lesser artists would have shied away from 
attempting, and so placed them on the international stage immediately. 


Mooney’s departure devastated Can. He had named 

them, and he had forged their new direction. Though he often missed 
whole shows, the group was not prepared for his departure and, from 
December 1969 to May 1970, they recorded only one new piece of 
music. But in May, they played a four night residency at Munich's new 
discotheque The Blowup, and it was during afternoon coffee on a 
Munich sidewalk that Holger Czukay discovered Can’s new singer. 

The meeting was typically Can. While Jaki Liebezeit was still 
screaming about Mooney's departure — "No, no, it can’t be true" — to 
anyone who would listen, Czukay was calmly asking the young Japanese 
busker who had been plaguing them all afternoon if he would sing at 
the show tonight. It was to be an inspired choice. And this quote from 
Czukay encapsulates the aims of Can in mid-1970: 

“It was a furious concert first Damo was singing very dramatically, it 
was very peaceful, he was very concentrated. And then like a Samurai 






warrior he sprang up, he took the microphone in his hands and he 
screamed at the audience. The audience got so nervous, people began 
to hit each other, there was a fight and almost everybody left. At the 
end there were only some diehard fans left, 30 Germans, 30 
Americans, very enthusiastic, and the rest of the concert was just 
played for them. It was beautiful, a very good conceit* 

Damo Suzuki’s erotic, careless Devotional at the 

microphone was to completely change Can, and soon. In less than a 
month, Damo was singing 'Don't Turn The Light On, Leave Me Alone” 
at Inner Space, feeling freaked out and uncomfortable. It’s interesting 
to note that this song predates what would become the standard Damo 
groove by a year at least, echoing such later classics as 'I'm So Green" 
and "Moonshake”. But first, Can recorded one of their greatest ever 
songs. And though it was Damo's, the Can sound was still writing for 
Malcolm Mooney. "Mother Sky" is a 14 minute trance-driving "LA 
Woman” through the streets of Cologne at 4 am. The group are driving 
in a large pre-war American convertible, and Damo is hovering above 
them singing. 'Mother Sky” brought Michael Karoli’s guitar blasting out 
with a hitherto unseen force. It just scythed down all around it and is 
psychedelic as a|l hell. A sexy Japanese geisha one minute, a twang 
blues beyond Robby Krieger the next And 14 and a half minutes is a 
long time to really trance out 

In Damo Suzuki, Can had fount^ their bubblegum hero. For Damo 
possessed a wistfulness in his voice which was a very touching pop 
delivery, like David Cassidy's, a thrilling teenage lilt that made me 
understand why my girlfriends needed their Donnys, Davids and Marcs. 
I had a huge crush on Damo Suzuki, and still do. I stood in my bedroom 
aged 15 ripping off the pose he's pulling on the back of Ege Bamyasi. 
That pose and the Jim Morrison shot on the front of Absolutely Live are 
still my two favourite all-time images of rock 'h' roll singers. 

September 1970 saw the release of an interim album, The Can 
Soundtracks, containing some old Malcolm Mooney songs but with a 
majority of recent Damo stuff. (Like The Foist Tapes, Can did not think of 
The Can Soundtracks as an official follow-up to Monster Movie at the time, 
but it was so well received that over time it has been accepted as such.) 

"Mother Sky* took up the first three quarters of side two, and 
eclipsed everything on the record. Irmin Schmidt's passion for 
recording film music had ensured that Can had been made available 
for all German filmwork. Now this was all brought together oh a very 
good record, but one which did not play like a complete album. 

But at the end of 1970, Can were back and ready. And with an 
attitude a mile high, they stormed into Schloss Norvenich studio, now re¬ 
named Inner Space and, in three months, recorded the epic 
masterpiece Togo Mago. But even in 1970, Melody Maker was saying, 
“If the Velvets play in a junkyard, The Can are somewhere more sinister 


Can had descended to a deeper place than The velvet 

Underground had ever attempted, far deeper than the street below into 
the unconscious. It was more like France's ridiculous but nevertheless 
sensational Magma, another group of practising high magicians. 

Togo Mago opened with 'Paperhouse”, 'Mushroom Head” and 'Oh, 
Yeah” on side one. It's as good as they ever got The music sounds only 
like itself, like no one before or after, including Can themselves. It’s 
pointless to descrtbe the music, but it’s huge free rock, as though each 
member of Can has a field to play in. On "Aurngn", frmin Schmidt 
intones for 17 minutes, rising and falling and sailing truly out there. At 

such concentrated breathing takes the musician far out of himself — 


all talked out? 



time to listen! 
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The magic of the music made it a wonderful double album, an 
esoteric rock classic. But even as early as Togo Mago, it can be seen 
that there was a schism between Damo and the rest of the group, 
which was more than just his being new. Whereas Malcolm Mooney had 
practically defined the music by the stance of his raging vocals, Damo 
Suzuki had far less control. And later, his sleepwalking sexiness would 
eventually lose all control as the sound steered ever inchingly more 
towards a steaming jazz (Malcolm Mooney just never shut up for long 
enough for the Schmidt/Liebezeit axis to speed up into their inevitable 
frenzy of extremely educated playing). 

But all this was perplexingly part of Can. The group psyche of Can 
was an entirely different beast to the five individuals themselves. Like 
many true stars, all their foibles were as obnoxious as their music was 
great. But Can were beginning to signify the most of everything in 
music. They were the most psychic, the most quotable, the most 
inspiringly simple, the most horrendously flash, and the most smug 
intellectual endless drywanks, though this is not so bothersome when 
the music is such successful 
to-the-moon 
experimentation. 

But there was also this 
recurring sexiness in Can's 
music with Damo that it 
should have been dragged 

hotelroom whisper of female 
soul singers, and the 
abandon of Maria Muldaur's 
'Midnight At The Oasis”, the 
i whisper of David 


Sunday papers, art magazines, even the likes of The Spectator (who 
knew truly fucking zilch about rock ’n' roll) wrote: "If you consider 
yourself in any sense involved with modem music, you cannot overlook 
them.” And then the horrific Sunday Times rock critic, Derek Jewell, 
wrote: 'No band in the world illustrates the inadequacies of today's 
musical terminology better than Can." 

It was the start of the deification and de-mystification of Can, and the 
end of their rocking freekout trip. The next LP, Future Days, was a 
schizophrenic stalemate. Opening with the title track, one of Can's most 
wistful, epic and exquisitely beautiful songs, Future Days promised 
everything but did not deliver. Side two was a shambles. The other great 
song, another David Cassidy-voiced monster called 'Moonshake', could 
have come from Ege Bamyasi. But Damo Suzuki was very unhappy and 
knew that the balance within the group had gone. They were now very 
separated from the West German scene and had become an 
international band, subject to the eulogising of more average artists who 


the Edinburgh Festival, on 
25 August 1972, Damo 
Suzuki left Can. 

Can continued as a four 
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classic Can pop songs on Ege 
Bamyasi — “Sing Swan 
Song”, "One More Night", 

■Vitamin C", "I’m So Green”, 
and "Spoon". Each one had the above ingredient, and each one had a 
chorus, a verse and a masterful groove. And the opening "Pinch" was 
Damo at the controls, grabbing hold of the music and filling the track 
with his fantasia. Unfortunately, it was to be the only true Damo 
Suzuki/Can album. He would lose control to the jams later on, but for 
Ege Bamyasi they struck gold. And even the single, "Spoon", could do 
no wrong — in early 1972, Can went to number one in the West 
German Top 30, selling over 200,000 copies. 

As a bass player Holger Czukay is comparable only to 

John Cale. But as an editor, he is surely second to none. Though epics 
like "You Doo Right” had been recorded live, many of Can's greatest 
songs started out as free-form jams. It was Holger Czukay's mind that 
created verses, choruses and a structure for them. The early Can LPs all 
relied heavily on Czukay's brutal editing blade, and ifs a deficiency of 
the later records that he allowed certain sections of music to remain. 
But now was a difficult time for Can. The British press lauded them as 
saviours of rock, and made a big deal about the Stockhausen 
an. With shit like Keith Emerson and Rick Wakeman all over the 
vas hard for Can to limit themselves — especially as they could 


than a couple of songs per 
album. Like most teenage 
Can fans, I lost interest when 
Damo left, and I cringed 
when I saw them on The Old 
Grey Whistle Test. Holger 
Czukay was wearing 
extremely crap white gloves 
and the whole thing came over as a muso trip. 

Of course, it wasn't meant to be, and many fans love all their albums 
right to the end. But many people are also planks, I guess. I just had it in 
my head that any colour is bad. Or as Jaki Liebezeit later said: "When 
we began it was great, everybody just had a few notes he could play so 
it stayed simple. But later our technical abilities increased, Holger could 
play very fast on his bass, Irmin could play a lot of technical things, and 
Micky could play very difficult things. It began with Tago Mago. I mean 
"Hallelujah" is monotonous, but not in the best way. And it really went 
off with Future Days, I think, it became too symphonic." 

But Can will be remembered as one of the great 20th century bands. 
I've listened to their music for over 23 years, and I still freek out at their 
staying power. All of them continued in music after Can's split in 1978, 
and all have made great music at some time. Every one of Can's 
members is a hero, and a true star. □ 
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The combination of digital technology and 
the easy accessibility of samplers and 
computers have irrevocably changed the 
way sound is produced and perceived. As electronic music 
moves further away from the conventions of the club 
culture that spawned it to become a profound means of 
expression in its own right, a new breed of musician is 
emerging to forge new directions in Ambient and Techno with 
the parallel sciences of multimedia 
and electronic networking. Here we 
profile four such acts: Global 
Communication, The 
Black Dog, Bedouin 
Ascent and the Sahko 
collective 



Global Communication: Evolution theorists 

I'm sitting on a sofa in the West Country,, 

Pritchard about projecting yourself ’ ' . 

to each other, about intuition... At that moment, for no obvious reason, his 
two dogs erupt in an incredibly loud barking fit, sprinting down the corridor 
in a mad rush. Yeah, that. How do you translate that inside your kit? 

It is a small house at the outermost rim of Crewkeme in Somerset, 
poised dead at the spot where the row of cottages trails off into scraggy 
fields littered with twisted metal sheds and scraps of chicken wire. The 
interior appears in a total state of flux. Move unexpectedly, and a panot 
sets up an insane hollering. At the rear of this expressive household, in 
a tiny soundproofed room looking out at a knot of trees, Pritchard and 
his colleague Tom Middleton have established the operations room of 
Evolution (named after a Carl Craig track); which is to say, the creative 
team thafs been putting out records under the names Reload, Global 
Communication, and Link. Still in their early twenties, their output and 
scope of reference is phenomenal. They were making Jungle plates on 
Pritchard’s Recoil imprint as far back as 1991 (Mark still DJs on a 
Yeovil pirate), and since the release of the Reload album A Collection Of 
Short Stories on Infonet last year, bolstered by the Global 
Communication 76 /4 album last summer, they've had to stem a tidal 
wave of remixes/retninks for artists like Aphex Twin, Jon Anderson, 


The Grid, Palmskin Productions... 


based not on a blind wager on bogus notions of futurism, but on the gut 
desire to create and connect. Middleton speaks of creating an 
■emotional music’, bound in to the relocation of ■funk’ — human feel — 
within the music's warp and weft. Listen to the dusky sweep of GC’s 
■Ob-Selon Mi-Nos’, Reload’s *Le Soleil Et La Mer", their trumpet-soaked 
■Natural High’ remix for Warp 69, and all their excellent forthcoming 
Link material. Cross-reference with a few of their avowed heroes: Herbie 
Hancock (their latest EP is called 'Maiden Voyage’), David Sylvian and 
Tomita; and hope that they carry out their plans to use live instruments 
next year. Hey presto — they’ve discovered the lost legacy of fusion. 

There's also a strong utopian impulse behind their activities. The 
project increasingly thrives on interaction, collaboration and feedback 
from listeners. 'There is Global Communication occurring,’ says 
.. a way of encompassing everything, different arts and 


forms of expression and getting it to people, 
industry for a ride, take liberties, set up a network that wi 


takethi 





original ideas, getting stifled and losing faith in life because there are so 
few outlets. Global Communication can be a chance for the people who 
communicate with us to feed back with bits of philosophy and writing, 
and share that with the world again, and that will perhaps get people to 
contact each other, get people to talk a bit more' *We've had feedback 
from a 50 year old guy who's been into electronic music for years; from 
a Russian radio station; and from a school where the students had to 
write down their feelings while listening to 76:14," adds Pritchard. 

With so much input feeding their heads, it seems extraordinary that 
they find it so easy to project themselves into so many machines, 
systems, personae. “The main problem is we like so many different 



exhibit — they create a space and a climate for sounds, ideas and 
responses — and like the best founding fusion music, it's open and 
spiritual and funky. 'We're definitely thinking in terms of music that lifts 
you to a higher plane,” says Tom. There is a vibe that's been lost — 
we're disappointed in the lack of soul and funk injected into this 
electronic music, and when people say ifs soulless, on the whole they're 
correct. Global Communication is for just emotional music: soul- 
nutrifying sounds that hit you straight in the stomach. Link was 
something that Mark started off - Electro-funk There's still plenty of 
fun to be had with aspects of House, Electro, and jazz-funk, without the 
serious vibe you get from a lot of Techno producers.” Aren't there any 
negative aspects to what they're doing? ‘Well,” says Mark, 'its harder to 
make mistakes, which is a shame sometimes.” 

There is Global Communication occurring. It’s good to talk, dob young 
Warp release a Link/E621 single at the end of January, and a 
compilation of Evolution material in February. Global Communication e- 
rml:httpJ/http2.brunelac.uk8080/~/cs92bbm/global/global.html 


The Black Dog: Spanners in the works 

In the guiding animus of electronic culture, the cult 

of personality is a dated irrelevance. Which is why the three members 
of The Black Dog have undertaken so few interviews during their five 
year career. There is a personality behind the music, in the music itself, 
so you don't need words particularly," says Ed Handley, the goateed 
third of the trio. ‘I think ifs important to know that the people making 
music haven't got bad intentions, that they're honest. But interviews 
don't really prove that either way.” 

I suggest to the group that I’m speaking to them as a cell in the great 
collective Techno brain machine, of which they are one tiny but 
influential synapse. ”1 like the idea of a like mind,” says Ed. As with many 
of their contemporaries, The Black Dog, who describe themselves as ‘a 
multimedia company’ to encompass their computer generated art, 
video and e-mail activities, are driven onwards by the threat of inactivity 
— their own, or that of other musicians who don't seem so interested in 
pushing at the music's limits. "You've got to keep yourself interested as 
well. If you've made sequenced music for four years and suddenly it 
gets tedious, you're forced into doing something different just to keep 
the enjoyment there. That's what’ll happen with loads of electronic 
musicians — it'll diversify, take in new elements and become more 
original. The situation will force it” 

Ed, Andy Turner and Ken Downie’s first album for Warp last year was 
called Bytes — in retrospect, naively geeky. Spanners, 1995's first work 
of genius, draws upon a wider and more intensely-worked set of source 
materials, and the tracks are characterised by an abundant sense of 
efficiency: everything's up and running smoothly, the computers are 
happy. 'People have said that some of our music is really good for 
doing the housework, and keeping busy to. I like music for that purpose, 
just keeping you busy when you’re alone: motivator music that you 
don’t have to concentrate on.’ “It’s multi-purpose music,' agrees Andy 
Turner, looking up from his copy of The Idler. The way it’s put together, 
ifs everything you've heard: a combination of all your audio experience 
to date” 'Ifs sort of macrocosmic,’ suggests Ed. 'It reflects the journey 
of us as individuals, as well. If you want to call it a journey, ifs the 
journey to death. Ifs the passing of time, music’ 







Ken Downie isn't present at this meeting, but his responsibility is the 
Black Dog on-line bulletin board, which recently exploded on reaching 
1000 users. The band were once quoted to the effect that they used a 
human feel to look for a computer soul. I'd have expected the opposite 
(swapping the words 'human' and 'computer’). Ed: "Yeah, I don’t know 
where that line came from. Probably had too many smokes. Computers 
definitely don't have intelligence; they communicate with maths, which 
is a really pure form of communication that doesn't have personality or 
ego. So in a way that’s a reflection of the human soul: pure 
communication. That’s what you aim for. So maybe they have what we 
ourselves most want.' 

We're back to the proliferation of like minds. Do they feel a part of a 
global network of artists, or, as certain theoreticians would have it, 
'cultural producers'? Andy thinks so. 'Yeah, there is a community. We 
speak to other artists, not necessarily people making music." 'There 
seems to be two sides at the moment," Ed advances. "People who want 
to preserve the old order, retain the power structure; and then there’s 
the other side who are willing to change it. Action is the best way to 
deal with any problem, so there's no way we're worrying about the 
concepts of what we’re trying to do, we're just trying to be truthful." And 
the equipment helps you do that? "I can imagine an overall track in my 
head, but I'm not competent to actually go in there and do it, like, oh, 
I’ve dreamt about this track, and I can play all the notes I need to play. I 
can't really do that. I suppose some people can, like Mozart.. ." 

keyboard as well." rob young Spanners is released in January by Warp. 
The Black Dog e-mail: BDP@DOGSQUAD. COM 


Sahko: Electricity generators 



You find yourself located in what has come to be known, 
geographically and culturally, as a remote corner of the world. 
Nevertheless you have access to recordings of music that inspires 
you, and the equipment that created that music is not so hard to find 
either. No one in your own surrounding seems to hear or understand, 
but you realise that crossing local borders is the least of your tasks... 

That’s the background to the formation, in early 1993, of Sahko 
Recordings and its various satellite projects, in Helsinki, Finland, by 
Tommi Gronlund. Sahko (meaning 'electricity') is a broad plateau 
for the release of impeccably turned-out electronic musics that 
polarise into the ultra-minimal brain machinery of 0 and Panasonic, 
and (at another extreme) the analogue cocktail-lounge Sun Ra 
mannerisms of the eccentric Finnish ex-pat Jimi Tenor, whose day- 
job is photographing tourists at the Empire State Building in New 
York ("There's a King Kong background; I take nearly 100 a day," 
he says). 

Low budgets mean tight quality control. The label has put out nine 
releases to date with four more imminent, all distinguished by an 
extraordinary singularity of purpose and sparse, idiosyncratic 
packaging. The backbone of Sahko’s output is the work of Mika Vainio 
under the pseudonym 0; this year's Metri CD came close to 
perfection. Where most repetitive-beat Techno assigns to the listener 
a fishlike five-second memory, 0 employs various tactics to elongate 
the attention span: frequencies magnified to intense, uncomfortable 
levels, tessellated pulses compacting and expanding further with each 


repetition, aural by-products given off that replicate themselves in 
and out of phase. The Sahko crew are constantly searching for new, 
extreme tonalities. Customised gadgets are constructed for individual 
performances and recordings, such as the Complex Sound Generator 
("It used to be a typewriter.. . Originally it was made for a movie 
camera, but then we started using it to make music, because it has 
very pure sounds’), an oscilloscope that converts impulses from TV, 
video or background noise into sound, and a six-metre tube called 
Holmes — John, not Sherlock — to create infrasounds ("It makes 
your intestines wander around your body, and. .. you shit in your 
pants"). A recent live set at London's Quirky club blew the room's 
fusebox, plunging the venue into darkness and confusion, although 
they deny that deliberately causing mayhem is part of the plan. 

The desire to find new ways for audiences to experience the music 
also underpinned their Ambient City project earlier this year: a 24- 
hour-a-day, three-week radio broadcast on a Helsinki radio 
frequency, with hour-long slots contributed by artists from across 
Europe including Mouse On Mars, The Hafler Trio, Mixmaster Morris, 
:zovieffrance:, and Muslimgauze. Are they setting out their stall as 
purveyors of — in the words of co-conspirator Kimo (aka Mono Junk) 
— "Lift music of the future’? 'We don't have any ideology,’ says 
Gronlund. 'It can be anything. But I think our records feel a little bit 
different than English. It can be up to very small things. Somehow 
they can’t make them loud." rob young SahkO Recordings, 
Peramiehenkatu 11,00150 Helsinki, Finland. Fax 010 358 0 628870 






Bedouin Ascent: Digital connections 

Spiralling inwards from the debate surrounding the place of 

the organism in this age of vapour, one possible future direction for 
electronic music involves a rapprochement between the linear motion of 
digital processing and the out-of-control 'rhythms of biology'. On one level, 
this involves the development of a new electroacoustic 'biomusic', one 
which utilises the technologies of sampling and computer-generated noise 
in parallel with organic sound sources, rather than to excavate alien sound 
worlds of pure electricity from the guts of an Apple work station. 

The music recorded by Kingsuk Biswas, a 26 year old Londoner of 
Bengali parentage better known as Bedouin Ascent, offers one example 
of how this approach might develop. The records he released in 1994 on 
the Rising High label - "The Pavilion Of The New Spirit" EP and the 
recent Science, Art And Ritual album — were dominated by dense layers 
of complex rhythmic patterns which integrated drum machines with live 
tabla playing, fusion piano reveries, and sounds suggestive of primitive 
reed and pipe instruments on the one hand, the howl of overloading 
circuitry on the other. However... 

• ‘For me, those kinds of distinctions have no meaning: male/female, 
natural/supernatural, organic/digital — these are completely arbitrary 
categories. All things are as they are, regardless of how you perceive 
them. The Western mind has a way of cutting up the world into whatever 
compartments it deems necessary in order to control it — and in the 
process it takes male away from female, the natural from the 
supernatural, draining the life energy out of our existence. So I don’t 
subscribe to this idea of roots music being more organic, more natural, 
than electronic music, and that nature is the province of rural areas. Most 
people experience the world by looking through glass, walking on 
pavements, stepping onto trains. I grew up in suburban London — I've 
always seen the beauty of urban environments.'' 

Even so, the most compelling aspects of Biswas's music seem to grow 
out of the tensions that result from layering samples of ululating Eastern 
flutes over warping drum machines that sound as if they are overloading 
in their attempts to reproduce the data he has programmed into them. 
How does he approach the creative process? 

■Without wanting to get too esoteric, it takes off from Jung's idea of play 
being an end in itself. To play is to build an area in which to pass your time 
pleasantly. I've been making music for ten years but its only in the last two 
years that I’ve thought of releasing It for other people to consume. Before 
that making music was just another part of my day-to-day procedure. I tty to 
keep it as intuitive as possible, creating an atmosphere and environment 
where I can be creative rather than theoretical." 

This leads to the problem of attempting to produce music true to the 
flashfire moment of creation on equipment that requires systematic and 


laborious programming. ‘I use an Apple Mac, so the only real instrument 
I've got is a mouse. Ifs not particularly sexy or musical. One problem is that 
working with complex circuitry involves the conscious side of the brain — 
the other side, the creative side, is in a different part and ifs supposedly 
impossible to occupy the two simultaneously. There are two possible 

intuitive, or, more excitingly, the mind itself might bridge the gap. We may 
evolve to a state where neurons form new networks and the right and left 
sides of the brain will fuse. Why not? As cultures, societies and 
environments become more technological, we’ve stopped evolving 
physically — this could be the new frontline of evolution." 

The music you can hear on a Bedouin Ascent record arrives as a 
consequence of years of listening without prejudice on Biswas's part — 
and the subsequent connections he made between the various musics he 
came into contact with. From an early age he was exposed to Indian 
classical music from where he would later move in the direction of other 
indigenous folk forms such as West African kora and percussion 
ensembles, in the late 70s he listened to David Rodigan’s weekly reggae 
show on London's Capitol Radio. "He was in the studio, on the mix, 
dubbing it up wild style. This seemed very freaky and abstract at the time 
but it kind of formatted my mind as to how music should sound: minimalist, 
drums and bass, reverbs, freeform structures' From here he extrapolated 
outwards, uncovering connections between dub and the way the music of 
a group such as Joy Division foregrounded the drums and bass. He also 
heard Joy Division as a kind of ‘Industrial bebop" which took him to Miles 
Davis > Ornette Coleman > Pinski Zoo > the electronic treatments and 
industrial debris that littered records by Einstiirzende Neubauten, 
Throbbing Gristle and 23 Skidoo. In the 1980s, even for an open-minded 
listener, these were connections already obscured by the intransigent 
barriers of social and cultural imperatives. How were they transgressed? 

'It has a lot to do with the fact that despite being Asian I've never moved 
in any one racial group. I developed in isolation. At school no one had even 
heard of the kind of music I was listening to. The racial thing was put on 
the back burner. It was more important for me to discover the roots of the 
music I was listening to than to evaluate my racial background. But being 
Asian means that I never subscribed to the white middle class values 
which define this culture. They were never made available to me; there 
was always an undercurrent of not being welcome. As a consequence my 
music has always had an element of subversion. The desire to disrupt is 
very strong.' tony Herrington 


New complexities 

Autechre — Amber (Warp) 

Autocreation - Mettle (Inter-Modo) 

Bedouin Ascent — Pavillion Of The New Spirit EP; Science, Art 
And Ritual (Rising High) 

Black Dog — Spanners (Warp) 

Jon Dalby - Skil N Frank EP (GPR) 

Ecstasy Of Saint Theresa - AstralaVista EP (Free) 

Global Communication - 76:14; Maiden Voyage EP 
(Dedicated) 

Anthony Manning Islets In Pink Polypropylene (Irdial) 
Mouse On Mars — Frosch EP; Vulvaland (Too Pure) 
p— ziq — Tango NVectif; Bluff Limbo (Rephlex) 

0 — Metri (Sahko) 

Oval — Systemisch (Mille Plateaux) 

Various Artists — Distant Music (Unitunes) 

Various Artists — Experimenta (A13) 
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“Capital is machinic (non¬ 
instrumental), globalization- 
miniturization scaling dilation: an 


In this month’s 
books section: music 
at the crossroads, in 
the rough, and of the 
common tongue 



world’s ethnoscapes. But Lipsitz, a 
Professor of Ethnic Studies atthe 
- University of California, reads the 


capitalism or liberal social- 
democracy'. 

Dangerous Crossroads is a log 


and blues, it takes place in a virtual 
zone somewhere between Paris 
and Algiers, but is grounded in 
neither. To decode this kind of 


in Lipsitz's hands the experience of 
the music fades into simplistic 
political statements that would 
seem out of place at WOMAD: 


George Lipsitz is engaging with the 




Bambaataa... We get snatches of 
stories, but the musical narratives 
quickly give way to political ones as 
this Foucault of post-funk searches 


to the discredited maxims of 


from the'Third World" 

But take ChebKhaled's rat 
blending Arabic lyrics, reggae, dii 


World Music: The 

Rough Guide 

Ed by Simon Broughton and 


than take up the 700 pages of this 
'rough guide’, which for the 
uninitiated bears all the symptoms 


other at the crossroads and plug 
into larger aural nations to amplify 
their messages along transnational 
axes. Thomas Mapfumo and Bo 
Diddley help find a voice for 
Zimbabwe Cheb Khaled's rai fuels 
Algiers; Fela Kuti discovers 
Los Angeles; AliFarka 
Toure hears Mali in John Lee 
Hooker. 'Global communications 
carry images, ideas, and icons of 


hold the key to survival for the rest 
of the world’. 

But Lipsitz's approach is fraught 
His starting point is 


our social location and m 
choices accordingly*. Thus David 
Byrne is struck off the progressive 
playlist for using samba to sing 



true justice and equal 
Through their contact with the 
contingencies of listeners’ lives, the 
cultural messages get smudged, 
spliced, glitzed, toned down, jacked 
up and re-routed —: 

ametim 

st of the time in I 
Bob Marley was a key influence in 
coalescing Aboriginal identity 
around a music of black resistanct 
but the Aborigines have equally 
d Bob Dylan and Pink 
Floyd in their dialogue with the 


forgotten characters making a new 
appearance under a different guise 
hundreds of pages later. Cuban son 
id salsa, for in 
once the Caribbean, the US, South 
America, West Africa and even 
Japan in the hands of crafty 
copyists Orquesta De La Luz. In 
Japan also, we learn of the deep 
impression left by Zairean soukous 
:er Papa Wemba who has 
of lingala-singing 


Veto describes his Chicano punk 
band, Los Illegals, as Tito Puente 
on LSD hanging out with The Clash. 

‘We still need cultural studies 
scholarship and political critiques 
grounded in history and 
ideologically attuned to 

artist's or audience’s subjectivity,” 



won’t carry across these fusions, 
blurs and blendings. Music is not a 
conveyor belt for instrumental 
reason, and Lipsitz's sounds of 
freedom emerge more from some 
distant political utopia, than the 


great strength of the volume never 
to treat a nation's music as if it were 
devoid of antecedents and above all 

is actually so alien to the aim of the 
book, one is left wondering what 
form it could take anyway. Ins 


either profiled or Interviewed, an 


The Wire 











to that Cameroonian song about 
men and, erm, elevators. 

One all-too-rare quality is that this 
is a book wrtten by articulate music 
lovers, and although every other 

probably the most exciting scene in 
the world', the feeling remains that 
the author was sincere and not 

For many if not most of the 
headings, such as Ethiopia, Cape 
Verde or Nueva Cancion, virtually no 


Music Of The 
Common Tongue 
By Christopher Small 

JOHN CALDER (PBKS12.99) 


before. I now know what sort of 
surroundings Mahmood Ahmed or 
Pata Negra grew up in, what the 
structures they have to deal with 
are, and where to go from them. I 
know there are Celtic bagpipes in 
Spain, no reggae in Ethiopia and 
that I may live to see the day when I 

Heavy Metal. 

that can only be because books 
have a finite nature. There is also an 
oddly idiosyncratic approach to the 
spelling of French words — possibly 
of the Swahili opes too. These are all 
insignificant considering the wealth 
of knowledge which this book 


il redrawing of 
perspective with regard to the 
purpose of music. I think ifs also 
wrong, at least in its absolutism, 
and arguably — entirely against its 


from the general to the particular 

(especially if you happen to know 
anything about the particular in 


identity, and develops the notion 
that Afro-American music 
practice is the spearhead of a 
flight from music-as-a-thing back 
to what he insists on calling 


culture of Western classicism with 
the active dialogue in the Afro- 
American dance hall, where 

; 'n in and everyone is 
entitled to an opinion and a role. 



evaluation, running us through the 
history of slave musicianship in 
ante-bellum America, through 
minstrelsy, ragtime, jazz and the 
rock 'n' roll explosion, unpacking 


for survival, to preserve humanity 
against the killing machines. 

a“GlassBead Game'ashecalls it’ 

monkish frivolity. Composers like 
Boulez or Stockhausen tend to be 
inflexibly attacked for what they 
ist 1 be thinking by virtue of their 
r in Small's sociopolitical n 
(his hostility towards Cage 

dishonesty: at one point he attacks 
Cage's understanding of Eastern 
philosophy on the basis of his 
expression in a photograph — a 
dodgy approach for a book with a 

cover — and entirely fails to 


Cagean thinking accords with his 

Moreover, there's something 
rather glutinous about Small's 
relentless struggle to purge 
himself of Eurocentric bias, and to 
acknowledge respectfully the 
transcendent genius of the Afro- 
American muse (you don't 
necessarily disagree, you just want 
him to get on with it). Is abstraction 
so entirely absent from the African 
aesthetic, or just Small's highly 
schematised and loaded digest? 
Does the world really fall so neatly 

matrix? And should a Marxist who 
writes a big, fat book thick with 
argument — and very thin on 
personal material or subjective 


r competition 

Win a copy of Dangerous Crossroads 


presence, in suitably academic 
mien-really set himself so 
fiercely against the Rational God, 
or indeed the-written-as-an- 

Small’s book, and I agree with lots 
of it, but I’m certainly not going 
to memorise it or attempt to 
transmit it orally from now on. I 
guess that makes me a passive 
lackey of the warmongering 


Formalism is a means to throw 
the world and its structures back at 

— all knowledge of the systems we 
have daily recourse to — are a 


“We have to recall... that meaning 
is to be found not 'in the music' but 
in the act of taking part in a musical 

somewhere. By shifting meaning 
exposes a drastic weakness in the 


jt by refusing to 
allow any exploration of systems of 
content — let alone the invention 
of potential new systems — he 
pretty much enforces a tyranny of 
the audience, unwilling to sit quietly 
and be told truths (or fables) it 
doesn't want to hear. He portrays 
the black community far more 
seamlessly united than it ever has 
been historically: the idea that an 
artist — a bluesman, say — might 
id from his own, as well 

of all self-conscious zones of 


negative dialectic — well, many 
voices, voices far more reactionary 
than Small's, are demanding the 
same thing these days. 


You’ve read the review—now read the book. We To win one,tell us the countries of origin of the 

- ' s of George Upsitz’sDangerous followingmusicalstyles: 

. rovocative examination of music's 

landscapes, to be won. I.Rai 2.Soukous 3.Compas 






watch 

Hark Espiner clicks away at the interface 
between music and interactive media 


The 'Information Superhighway 1 — 
the hypertext hope of rock 'n' roll? In 
a year of major multimedia activity, 
boosted CD-ROM production and 
umpteen articles about the Internet 
(or 'Net) in every publication from 
The Telegraph to Smash Hts, it 
would seem fitting to pause in 
'cyberspace' for what might have 
been the multimedia music event of 
94: The Rolling Stones live on the 
Net There has been a Stones 
Website IWMww.stones.com) for 
a few months now, but then came 
news of the group's live Net gig on 
18 November, in addition to the 
invitation to contribute a paragraph 
to a Stones short story (contributors 
include The Artist Formerly Known 
As Prince', Morrissey, Jerry Hall, and, 
of course, Mick 'n' Keef, and the 
stories are to be published — in the 
cyberspace 90s you have to write 
today what you will buy-to-read 

To 'attend' the show, you needed 
called Multicast Backbone, or 


Jamming With the Stones" by The 
Artist Formerly Known As Prince, 

So, although ambitious, It all seemed 
a bit irrelevant what advantage 
does any of this have over a live 
television broadcast? 

Ground- (or superhighway-) 
breaking, maybe, but take me to the 
Internet Underground Music Archive 

gophery/presidentotuncecMOsun 
ske.d/iuma.d/info via the new 
Netzine PIPE lhttpJlsouthem.com) 
to show me the real strength of 
music activity on the World Wide 
Web, PIPE has been set up by the 
labels N'Tone and Ninja Tune, and 
the artists Hex and Coldcut Hex 

and eScqoe, and with their 
collaborators they offer more 

still images, but video is on its way), 
sound bites and challenging new 
ideas including a theory on the post¬ 
human condition — namely, that 


exploited most artistic media since. 
Freak Show was a wonderfully 
creative narrative display where the 
music acted as a soundtrack to the 
private lives and stories of various 
freaks In a big top circus show. 
Wanda The Worm Woman, Herman 
The Human Mole and Jelly Jack 
The Boneless Boy, among others, 
display themselves, and by a 
devious route you can take your 
voyeurism a step further by visiting 
their caravans and observing their 
private lives (Benny The Bump 
watches female wrestlers on TV, 
Herman The Mole makes weird 
telephone calls). If you pour Tex The 
Barker a drink he’ll reminisce and 
slur. Inventive and strange, with 
musrc ano animation to match the 
characters, it is also very informative 
about the real freak show 

America. Expect something equally 
unusual in The Gingerbread Mon 

Freak Shaw illuminated a secret 
world with a difference, while every 


MBONE, whch would allow you to 
view the live video relay at a rate of 
sixtotenframespersecond (very 
Jerky when you are used to 30). The 
Netcast began at 7:30 Pacific Time 
(3:30 am GMT) With "Not Fade 
Away". Then Mick addressed the 
Intemauts: "I'd like to give a special 
welcome to those of you who are 


Gotten yourselves connected to the 
MBOOOOOONE. Hope it all doesn't 
collapse!" Keith then cranked his 
guitar into "Shattered". That’s what 
you might have seen if you had 
access to a powerful workstation 
computer—almost only possible at 
universities — and then only if you 


you at 3:00 am. So it was more an 
internal event than an Internet one 
My report comes from Net 
witnesses — and in cyberspace you 
can't tell truth from fiction, unless it's 
a short story called "My Night 


the future lies in us cooperating with 
machines until we are subsumed by 
them. Enough of that I got pretty 

Coldcuf s ten crucial classics having 
been violently scratched by the 
power of Beats And Pieces back in 
1987. But this is static music info, 
and if you want to get to the real 
thing or find out about the new and 

system (plus a great deal more), 
then go to the IUMA site through 
PIPE, or at the address above. 

So the year ends with an Internet 
frenzy in the press and on the Web. 
But so much has happened in real 
space and hard copy in 1994, with 
still more hinted at for 1995. The 
Residents are to follow up their 
1994 Freak Show CD-ROM with 
The Gingerbread Mm in the new 
year. This anti-musician quartet 
began in the 1970s and has 


other rock star with a CD-ROM to 
sell was anxious to do the same and 
show the freak worlds that they 
inhabit Prince, or whatever he is 
calling himself this month, exposed 
his tacky love-nest pleasure dome. 
Bowie took us to a private interview 
room and gave us control of his edit 
suite. But for my money, It was the 
first music-based CD-ROM on the 
market that stood out a mile. From 
an artist who brought us WOMAD 
and hired Robert Le Page as his set 
designer, it wasn't surprising that 
Peter Gabriel's Xp/ora / gave a 
world view. It was artistic, personal 
and witty in its delivery and broad 
and infectious in Its matter. If you 
stall for too long while the CD-ROM 
is running a little video of Pete 
appears and playfully teases you. 
Elsewhere he exposes the Witness 
program, a scheme to arm the world 

document injustice. All of this is 





interleaved with WOMAD musicians, 
the likes of Jah Wobble and, of 
course, Gabriel’s own music 


While The Who, Pink Floyd and U2 
gird their loins for the CD-ROM 
market, look out in 95 for 
developments in interactive 
Ambient installations (Massive 
Attack are planning a virtual reality 


Laurie Anderson and Peter 
Gabriel’s interactive theme park in 
Barcelona, and music you can 













December winners: 

John Coltrane, Hans 
Joachim Roedelius, The 
Banshees, Swans 


Insoundcheck: 

A Certain Ratio, Aphex 
Twin, Durutti Column, John 
Fahey, Bill Frisell, Future 
Sound Of London, Gorecki, 
Ice Cube, Leroy Jenkins, 
King Crimson, Fela Kuti, 
Main, Craig Mack, Misha 
Mengelberg, Les Negresses 
Vertes, Mansour Seek, Test 
Department, Throwing 
Muses, Edward Vesala and 
more... 

In brief: 

Reverberating around the 
New Year dub plates 
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augmented 'classic quartet (ie 
Trane, pianist McCoy Tyner, bassist 
Jimmy Garrison, drummer Elvin 
Jones, plus saxophonist Pharoah 
Sanders and bassist/bass clarinettist 
Don Garrett), recorded in 1965 by 
bright spark Jan Kurds, who just 
happened to be in a Seattle 
nightclub with an Ampex 350-2 
tape recorder and the relevant 
know-how. Spread over four sides 
of vinyl, ludicrously programmed for 
an autochange (so both "Out Of 
This World' and "Evolution" were 
split between different discs), the 
music was hard to follow. My 
memory of the record (a cut-out 
costing £3.50 in 1977) could be 
summarized as ‘the one with the 
shouting' (actually, the 'dreaded' 
shouting is a brief moment at the 
end of "Evolution', and beautifully 
done at that). Now, a double CD 
can handle an extra 55 minutes 
from the same gig ("Body And 
Soul", 'Afro-Blue') with ease. 

Why is this music so marvellous? 
Why do birds sing? Etc. When 
"Body And Soul' recedes into a 
reflective Tyner solo and you hear 
nightclub sounds (clinking glasses, 
subdued chat) it is a shock to 
realize all this mightiness is in fact 
jazz. The power — an undeterred, 
confident assault on the citadels of 
the avant garde from a jazz 
perspective — is gobsmacking. The 
weight and rawness Coltrane 
developed in his music makes it 
accessible to rock fans: the more 
he progressed, the more he drew 
on the exhilarating, vital chaos of 
the R&B he started from. 

You can tell Coltrane from 
Sanders because the former is 









more lyrical, more modally 
compact with a clarified muezzin 
uplift (a feature Sanders duplicates 
today with spooky accuracy). 


strut and stretch, the accompanists 
unwind acres upon acres of canvas 
for their spurts. Next to Trane's 
majesty, Sanders (the vinyl issue 
had "featuring Pharoah Sanders' 

whinger; but in his stress and 
squeak (the equivalent of guitar 
feedback) you find new colours — 
trembling, blue, expansive. Towards 
the end of "Evolution' Elvin Jones 
is particularly godlike, invoking an 
Idea of rhythm as kicking boxes 

Coltrane 'tribute' bands, however 
fine (Dudek/Oxley; Pharoah; 
Branford Marsalis; etc), imitate the 
letter of his music, not this 
pulverising, effortful glory. 

Live In Seattle is simply the best 
recorded music that the 20th 
century has to offer, no fooling. 


i:iC@NNER> 


Hans Joachim 
Roedelius 
Theatre Works 


Of all the great German groups of 
the mid-70s, Harmonia must rank 
among the most mysteriously 
overlooked. Made up of Cluster - 



Autobahn Ambience where 

melody and texture were 
by great blurs of speed 
into singular globs of sound. These 
globs represent speed arrested 
and suspended in time, Its traffic 
receding hum icing the 


somewhat 
stiff Rite Time - but in this case, 
Roedelius's treatment of the raw 
Harmonia/Eno tracks is masterly. 
For the lengthier of the two, the 
13 minutes plus of ‘Long Run', he 
tracks the original's gentle, even 
pattering motorik rhythm through 
a charged soundfield whose 
gravity gradually pulls the rhythm 
track apart, swallows up its 


Roedelius’s solo output His glacial 
fusion of electronics and 
saxophone would probably have its 
fans among those who can't get 
enough Jan Garbarek, for 


however, is the superbly created 
dank atmosphere of "A Fascinating 
Man", where he bounces tonal 


lis unashamedly synthetic string 
creations conjure furies that are 
the equal of Wagner-mode 
Foetus. The oddly few acoustic-y 


confirmed on two LPs that should 
at least rather than the obscurity 


)st two decades 
later by Roedelius for the theatre. 
Anyone familiar with both Cluster's 



>ld Budd and Wim Mertens. 


Endowment Fund, Roedelius has 
produced a phenomenal amount of 
music over 30 years, not all of It 
worth hearing, but the best of it 
unwhorls whole new soundworlds 
where 'chill out means more than a 
gentle comedown from your 
favourite recreational drug. Among 
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Siouxsie & The 


orgasm of the vernal equinox, r 
some such, while in the Sioux 
take, the God dies and the girl 
jumps out of the ring, to 


self-absorption as dec 
studio-sculpture was r 
shockingly mobile. Well, they cai 



Banshee-ish 
moment in born-again 
eschatology when the final day 
dawns, the planes 


(■Arabian Knights’). If none of 
these would win prizes as essays 
in political economy or 
multicultural sensitivity — The 
Banshees have always been 
pathologically clumsy lyricists — 
they have nevertheless stuck with 



Where Siouxsie is the Bruno 
oftheScooby-Doo 
ittobethe 
of False 
a. Abuse and 



they are today by embracing 
soppy soul-humanism, in its 
spiritual or its secular forms, 
songs don't make it, as Frank Z 
might say: and the blood-dark 
core of Banshee incorruptibility 
has always been their 
preparedness to affirm love a 
sham and pleasure a cheat. It's 
now 18 long years since the first 


Narnia under the Witch-Queen. 
Wasn't this how they wanted it? 
Do they really want in from the 
cold, after all this time? Is absolute 
suspicion no longer enough? Are 
they reaching out ? 

No. They revert. In 
BansheeWorld, every little girl’s 


es have actually been 
astoundingly inventive when it 
comes to fragments of sound to 
make into hooks. Sioux's voice may 
not vary much, but this is just the 
aural flag of a wariness, towards 
the collusions of ordinary traditions 
of grown-up expression (in other 
words, ‘Strange Fruit" is ripe in 
Banshee-sentiment, as nothing 
else Billie Holiday ever sang: the 
rest is mere carnal dalliance, and 

placing a faith in it). 

The sad thing is that they don’t 
take the risks with structure they 
once did, though they're as prolific 
and clear-headed as ever with new 


Rite Of Spring in the end, and that 
old bony bellow. Except that for 
Stravinsky the climax — sacrificial 
murder of virgin victim — was the 


surprising masterpiece A Kiss In 
The Dreamhouse is now 12 years 
old (12 years? 1 feel as old as Lor 
Ogun). From Ri 
cheeky Klimt-old o 
Siouxs necking and the others as 
cherubs asleep, it was a triumph of 


soundcheck 


A Certain Ratio 
To Each... 

CREATION CREV 023 CD 

A Certain Ratio 
Sextet 

CREATION CREV 024 CD 

A Certain Ratio 
The Old And The New 

CREATION CREV 026 CD 


significant at the time, but then 
faded away, leaving little In the way 
of a legacy and nary a trace in the 
folk memory. There was a lot of it 

era (see also The Pop Group, Gang 
Of Four, Magazine). All this makes 
it both touching and puzzling that 


Where Siouxsie pri 
(rather good) homage to 
Madonna's "Vogue" with "The 
Double Life', Gira spits out his 
contempt in ‘Celebrity Lifestyle": 

‘ She's just a dnig-addiction: a self- 

mind: If Sioux had written these 
lines, they would read ’I'm' not 
•she's'; it would be as serious but 
also funny and odd, as mad but 


; flaws with words are like 
jolly friends turning up for tea. His 
voice is slyer than ever, and slinky 

shouting over horrible noise did it 
no harm at all). He sets himself at 
real fears and real art, but doesn’t 
grasp that making an act of it 
demands he also acknowledge real 



no fun) is the fact that the only 
thing of theirs I ever acquired is 
1979's The Graveyard And The 
Ballroom. Originally a cassette-only 
release in a nifty translucent green 
plastic pouch, ifs still the most 
appealing document of ACR's 
peculiar project: draining all the joy, 
sexuality and ecstatic release out of 
black dance pop: transforming funk 
into a grimly addictive rhythmic 
metaphor for control and 
obsession. Factory's house 
producer Martin Hannett lent his 
deathly-dry touch to the Graveyard 
tracks, his trademark vaulted sound 
turning the discotheque into a 
mausoleum. Ifs perfect for ACR's 

joke thafis ‘Crippled Child" they 
actually sound like a sub -Nuggets 
60s punk band). Musically 

e, but ACR were 
it: "Do The Du" 
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Lautrdamont, author of the 
awesome proto-surrealist prose- 
poem Maldoror. 

The live Ballroom side sounds 
more full-bodied and texturally 
brimming (despite the lo-fi, virtually 
hand-held sound quality, which 
makes a mockery of the CD reissue 
format). On The Fox’, ’Oceans’ and 
The Choir, the miasma of echoed 
falsetto, background whispers and 
sub-Miles trumpet-in-fog is nicely 
mesmeric — kinda like Joy Division 
getting on the good foot 

Ballroom was probably as good 
as ACR ever got Perhaps if they'd 
hooked up with Grace Jones to 



only the superior rhythm section 
(dig Donald Johnson's restless hi- 
hat and crisp snare-cracks!) keeps 


the fog of avant-funk amnesia 
moving. Sextet (1981) is marginally 
less muffled-sounding, but this is 
still disco for dead souls. Bustling 
drum W bass grooves are 
wreathed in wisps of Martha 
Tilson's affectless vocal alienation, 
while the horns sound winded and 
wan, like an existentialist Beggar & 
Co. Still,’Knife Slits Water is 
dankly compelling, urgent slap bass 
slicing through aqueous ambience. 

The Old And The New, a 1985 
compilation that swept up some 
semi-precious 12’ gems, is 
probably your second-best bet 
after Graveyard. The cold-fever 
fatback shuffle and lunar gyrations 
of "Flight", with its distant jazz funk 
whistles (ghosts of Caister 
weekenders?) still sounds fab, as 
does the desiccated cover of 
’Shack Up’. And Thin Boys’, a 
Hannett-produced early track, is a 


comically grave lines like 'Clinging 
to each other Ike magnetised 
leeches'. Trds 1979. 

By 1983 Simon Topping had 
departed (to study Latin percussion 
in New York, if memory serves), 
resurfacing at decade's end as a 
mainstay of House group T-Coy 
and the deconstruction label, just 



at the point when avant-funk ideas 
were filtering into popular 
consciousness via Acid House. With 
Donald Johnson at the helm, ACR 
honed their jazz funk chops and 
turned into Level 42. 


Aphex Twin 
Classics 


The abiding image of Richard 
Jamesisofamusicological 
highbrow who deals in pleasant 
Ambient watercolours; Classics is 
the angry voice of dissent Cutting a 
jagged swathe through such turgid 

recordings Aphex Twin made for 
the R&5 label in a collection that 
says less about James's 

himself has been portrayed. 

Garnering Inspiration from the 
rugged grooves of rap and 
hardcore, its music that actually 
sounds like the slavings of a 
workaholic. Tracks toil their time 
away, knowing their labours will 
bring some reward; a chance to 
ease the aches away in the fluffy, 
Ambient ’Analogue Bubblebath’ or 
perhaps a brief moment of self- 
indulgence like the Philip Glass- 
styled ’Polynomial-C. 

But for the most part this music is 
bound by the discipline of rhythm 
and driven by percussion that 


verges on distortion. Here, 

process of manual exertion. 
Inorganic sounds are either peeled 
away like strips of Elastoplast, to be 
balled or kneaded by hand, or 
they're crudely gouged out, 
scraped clumsily over the walls for 


the shadowy thuds of the 
machinery that spawned them. 

And yet this is anything but plain 
fare. From the winding, pulsing 
tunnels of’Didgeridoo’to the 
Wagnerian chorus and leering 
guitar of’En Trance To Exit’, 
Classics presents Aphex Twin as a 
flab-free, energised fiend of the 
dancefloor, far fiercer and infinitely 
more compelling than his Ambient 


Coil Vs ELpH 
Coil Vs ELpH 


Mandible Chatter 
Hair Hair Lock And Lore 

RUSSELL RECS (NO NUMBER) CP 

Chris Meloche 
Recurring Dreams Of The Urban 
Myth 

FAX PS08/54 CD 

Coil have arguably produced some 
of the most consistently absorbing 
and challenging material of any 
artists operating over the past 
decade. The sheer proliferation of 
inspired ideas within their work sets 
them apart simultaneously serving 
to highlight the paucity of 
imagination at work elsewhere. 

in arcane lore and hermetic 
science combines harmonically 
with their interest in technology. 
Few get the balance right Coil do, 
avoiding the Scylla of New Age 
flakiness and the Charybdis of 
technological fetishism in creating a 
music redolent of archaic ritual and 
delineating contemporary urban 


Young Cod: through Vital 

Creation, R&S: through 
Pinnade/RTM 

Eskaton: through World Serpent 

Russell: 73 Sharon Street, San 
Francisco, CA 94114, USA 


the dyslexia of the titles. 
’Tamphlex’ squeals like scratching 
executed on a rubber slipmat, 
while "Prophlex’ ramraids Killing 
Joke's ’Change’ for its mutant 
bounding beats. 

As with Beaumont Hannant’s 
Textumlogy, what we get is an 
interesting take on Puritanism. 
There’s no frippery here and no 
finesse. Tracks either fizzle out or 
terminate abruptly. The few 
melodies are used sparingly and 
always kept firmly in their place. 
Pared down to short, ghostly loops 
of sound, they seem dwarfed by 


Which brings us to Eskaton, a 
new label set up by Coil to 
document their purely electronic 
projects. The Coil material on this 
release is possible their most 
dancefloor-friendly to date; a sort 
of febrile, lysergic Moroder for the 
90s. With ELpH-oneof 
numerous side projects—theirs is 
a considerable shift of emphasis; 
here we enter the realm of dark 
Ambience. This music is delicately 
plaintive and desolate, minimal in 
its conception and yet maximal in 

Mandible Chatter are a little 
known San Francisco duo who 









have developed considerably from 
inauspicious beginnings in the New 
Age-y realm of activity. Thb release 
lier efforts by 


the likes of .zovieffrance;, and 
perhaps 0 Yuki Conjugate. The 
album reaches Its peaks when its 


by bursts of abrasive sound, this 
commingling of approaches 
engendering a necessary tension 
' ich is lacking in a great number 


perhaps it is unfair to call this music 
Ambient Mandible Chatter, 
whether consciously or 


Durutti Column 
Sex And Death 

LONDON/FACTORY 2.01 CD 

There can't be many synonyms for 
insubstantial that rock journalists 
haven't overused to describe Vini 
Reilly's Durutti Column during their 
16 year existence. 'Fragile’, 'wispy 1 , 
'ethereal'... the list meanders on. 
Reilly must be getting a bit fed up 
of it all. Maybe this explains the 
uncharacteristically schlocky title of 
this latest album? Reilly rocks out, 

Not quite. From the first filigree 
(you see, it's catching) bars of "For 
Anything" it's quite clearly steady 
as she goes on Planet Reilly. Do 
you really need to hear about the 
trademarks? The silvery drizzle of 
guitars, the prowling patrol of 
crypt-kicker bass, the seraphic 
vocal waftings and wistful 
keyboards? Do you really need to 
hear about the division of the 
album into two minute-plus 


Recurring Dreams Of The Urban 


Canadian electroacoustic 
composer Chris Meloche. In certain 
ways these sound constructions are 
in fact the polar opposite of Fax's 
more typical analogue, outer space 
music. This is firmly grounded on 
Earth, a brooding dronal threnody 
to urban desolation. 

With Meloche's music there Is 
little in the way of linear 
development, yet this constitutes 
the composition's appeal. The 
relentless repetition of a central 
motif endows it with an obsessive 
feel, and to stretch this out for over 


attentive is a difficult task; many try 
it and the majority fail (take note, 
dreary Ambient doodlers). 
Flowever, Meloche achieves this 
aim with consummate ease, 
principally due to the solid core of 
ideas at the heart of this piece. I 
can't comment on the efficacy of 


John Fahey 

Return Of The Repressed: The 

John Fahey Anthology 

"This collection represents nearly 
30 years of my recordings with the 
acoustic guitar, an instrument that I 
deariy love and continue to play.’ 
So writes John Fahey in his 
introduction for the detailed 
booklet that accompanies this long 
overdue anthology of his 
meticulous artistry. Put together 


’Where Should I Be’) and lush 
and plaintively nostalgic pop songs 
(‘The Next Time')? You've heard 


aficionados of Pete Namlook's Fax captivating. 


It’s a mystery as to exactly why 
Reilly still attracts the passionate 
plaudits he does. His early 

the sheer luminous qualities of 


shining amid the grim 
contemporary post-punk 
underi iwth of The Pop Group, 
Gang Of Four and similar grubby 


subjectivity of Reilly's discourse 
has lost even its novelty value in 
these PoMo times. Indeed there 
are parts of this album that 
resemble by turns Japan, The 
Passions, Anthony Phillips and 
Hans Joachim Roedelius - 
hardly hipsters, any of them. The 


But frankly, who cares? As far as 


sprawling decades by including 
much of the music he recorded for 
Vanguard and Reprise during the 
late 60s and early 70s, highlighting 
the recordings he made under his 
own steam for his now folded 
Takoma label, and including a 
selection of his later work which 
was originally released on the 
Varrick label. 

Unlike most compilations of this 
scope and size there are no extra 
outtakes to drool over or specially 
recorded new songs to devour. 
Return Of The Repressed (a tongue 
in cheek Fahey pun of a title if ever 
there was one) resists relying on 


all perfectly valid reasons for going 
out and buying this excellent album 
without further delay. Predictable 


folksiness of Pete Seeger or the 
embracing of rock ’n’ roll as a way 


produce music that goes straight to 
the heart; a deeply affecting and 
spiritual sound. 

Even the later work that he 


carry more than their fair share of 
mystery and surprise. The second 
disc follows Fahey's short-lived 
career with Reprise by including 
selections from both of these 
records where a different kind of 

such tracks as ‘Steamboat Gwine 
'Round De Bend’ and the boisterous 
"Lord Have Mercy", which has a Van 
Dyke Parks twang in its tail. 

Another important side of Fahey 
which is investigated here is his 

o far from the original 


some attic of obscurity where it has 
been gathering dust for far too long. 

The first disc kicks off with 
•Desperate Man Blues', a track 
that originally appeared on Fahey's 
1959 classic Blind Joe Death 

Takoma label and distributed 
himself. When the master tapes for 
the record were reported lost by 
the pressing plant Fahey re¬ 
recorded the entire LP and issued 
it again in 1967. It is the version 
from that later pressing which is 
included here. 

Blind Joe Death was one of 
Fahey's imaginary characters, a 
blinded bluesman whose entire 
body of work he had 'discovered' 
and revived. Blind Joe Death and 
the later The Transfiguration Of 
Blind Joe Death (represented here 
by five tracks) form the core of 
what Fahey is striving to 
accomplish as a guitar player. Not 



Bill Fxisell 

Music For The Films Of Buster 
Keaton — Go West 

ELEKTRA NONESUCH 7559 79350 Cb 

Bill Frisell 

Music For The Films Of Buster 
Keaton-The High Sign/One 



environment that is the reality for 






musicians, and with the benefit of a 
brilliantly gifted, tightly-knit regular 
group (with bassist Kermit Driscoll 
and drummer Joey Baron). These 
new Buster Keaton soundtracks 
are the result of a commission by 
New York's St Anne's Church Arts 
Centre, a project that began as a 

number of films, but quickly grew In 
scale, reaching the UK at the 
beginning of November with his 
superb South Bank Centre 
appearance. 

Frisell's peculiarly American hybrid 
of free jazz, country blues, rock and 
the expansive, orchestral sounds of 
Copland and Ives encapsulates and 


music that provides its core 
language, creating something as 
ethereal and beautifully Intangible 
as It is American. On CD, without 
the films for which it was written, 
the music inevitably tells only part of 
the story, but Frisell's working 
method —picking out the 
emotional truths of the films in 

with the minutiae of synchronisation 
with action — makes for music that 


Go West consists of a handful of 
main themes shuffled, improvised on 
and played with different levels of 
intensity. The music comes in 24 
short sections, titled after the action 
(eg "Busy Street Scene", "Cattle 
Drive", "Card Game"), and benefits 

by the film. There is a gently cheerful, 
loping 6/8 tune; a slow, doleful and 
dissonant ballad fragment; 
something sinister, funky and bluesy 
on a grooving walking bass; and the 
occasional bit of anarchic free 
improvisation. But each theme is so 
rich with emotion, so unerring in its 
impact that there is little time to 
reflect on what has gone by, before 
becoming engrossed in the beauty of 

The HighSgn opens with a 
discomforting and dissonant 
introduction, before the simple, 
folky "High Sign Theme" that recurs 
with chaotic interruptions 
throughout and which returns 
triumphantly at the end. One Week 
is soaked in splendid melancholy 
and punctuated by a music 



Fushitsusha is both a 
guitar/bass/drums trio of awesome 
clout and another facet to Keiji 
Haino's singular aesthetic. Tokyo's 
man of mystery for more than 20 
years, Haino has continually 
championed ye olde Prog rock 
inventions of Blue Cheer; listening 
to any of Fushitsusha's releases will 
tell you why. So much Prog rock 
became steeped in an almost 
classical sense of structure; Haino 
and Co push it somewhere else, 
taking feedback into freespace and 
thereby opening another vital 
chapter in the development of the 
power trio. 

Martin Bisi's studio sound for last 
year's Allegorical Misunderstanding, 
released on John Zorn's Avant label, 
was analytically probing but not 
necessarily the most suitable. 
Audiophiles who had nightmares 
over the levels of distortion and the 
lefs-put-the-mic-out-on-the- 
landing-and-shut-the-door 
ambience of Fushitsusha's previous 
live double CD on PSF will get no 
change here either; all four tracks 
on Pathetique sound like they were 
recorded in a concrete cavern, with 
the band holed up in one corner 
and a lone recording mic in the 
other. Yet that charged, reverb- 
heavy sound is all part of the appeal. 

Like Haino's solo outings, 
Fushitsusha's music doesn't take 
kindly to overzealous application of 
the editing process; the opening 
three tracks clock in at between 
three and 15 minutes apiece, but 
they are mere primers for the 
closing 44 minute meltdown, part 
Stooges-style slobber, part La 
Monte Young-style droning but 
largely indescribable. You're best 
left to bathe in the sheer dazzle of 
the trio's linear workout (the sea- 

piece flushes the ears like warm 
water). Utterly mesmerising 


Henryk Gorecki 
Miserere 

ELEKTRA NONESUCH 7550 79348 CD 

The huge success of Gbrecki's Third 
Symphony has been explained in 
some quarters as the modern 


56 The Wire 










Menudo-esque Hispanic music 


IS iT LIVE OR IS IT 


uncluttered beauty and spiritual 
succour. If so, Miserere should 

younger, more avant garde days, 
Gorecki reflected the turbulence in 
his native Poland, with 
compositions of a similar mood. But 
from the 70s onwards the 

hope and reconciliation prompted 
by his devout religious faith. 
Symphony No 3 stands up as a 
piece of 'universal' or 'absolute' 

war adds a different slant to its 
serenity. Similarly, Miserere 
(composed in 1981) was created 
as a reaction to police brutality 
against members of Solidarity in 
Bydgoszcz that year. 

Miserere — and the other pieces 
here — is strictly choral. The two 
choirs used intone a mere five 
words, ‘Dominus deus noster, 
miserere nobis’ ('Lord our Cod 
have mercy on US’), the last two 
only appearing towards the end of 


phenomena who sell enough 
records every year to reflate the 
average Central American 
economy but who remain all but 
unknown to mainstream listeners. 
But while Menudo's music didn't 
exactly court wider appreciation 
Guerra's certainly does. 

His high-octane Latino product 
decants ska, salsa, hi-life, mambo 
and Just about anything and 
everything else South American 
into a peculiarly Dominican form of 
merengue called bachata. Guerra's 
Berklee studies and penchant for 
lushness might rob his music of 
some of its downhome adobe 
authenticity but it’s still a chaotically 
cheerful and spontaneous body 
music for beanfeasts everywhere. 

Guerra's popularity is founded on 

of bachata (shown to greater effect 
on his brilliant 1993 collection 
Aristo). This, combined with his 
poetic and literate lyrics and fully 
operational social conscience, 


performed by Henry Cow around 
the time of In Praise Of Learning 
but never recorded by them. "Hold 
To The Zero Burn, Imagine" 
(1976-77) features Hodgkinson 
on Gothic keyboards and reeds in 
an 11 piece ensemble that 
includes former Cow comrades 
Lindsay Cooper, Chris Cutler and 
Dagmar Krause, plus Bill Gilonis 

The Work. Dagmar gives a typically 
bravura performance, her 
idiosyncratic, chilling tone revealing 
the composer's ear for a poignant 
melody pitched against 
instrumental dissonances. She also 
makes two other appearances on 
short pieces set to Cutler texts 
from 1992-3. The 11 minute 
■String Quartet 1 ” (1993) contains 

sharp, strident rhythms and 
vestigial Romanticism of the kind 
you find in BartOk's later string 
quartets. This is the only one of 
four pieces for strings which has so 
far been recorded. 


Its form has similarities with 
Symphony No 3's opening 
movement, but Miserere isn't strictly 
canonic Instead, the basses rise out 
of the sepulchral gloom of the near- 
silent opening to be slowly overlaid 
by other voice groups, each with 
their own melodic line. Enormous 
tension is generated by its 
characteristically slow pace, relieved 
in a cathartic climax before it drifts 
off to a peaceful resolution. Ifs 
immensely moving but there's not 

sentimentality here. The sound of 

Chicago’s Polish District—is 
immense. 

Of the shorter pieces on the disc, 
the two based on Polish folk songs, 
WisloMoja, Wislo Szara and 
Szeroka Worki, come as relatively 
light relief, especially as they are 
recorded with a chamber chorus. 
The five vignettes that comprise the 
latter are especially sublime. 

DAVE MORRISON 


Juan Kuis Guerra And 
4.40 

KAREN/BMGCDL165CD 
Dominican Guerra is one of those 


more to Dominica's educated 
middle classes than the guys on the 
barricades. But Fogarate shows a 
distinct shift back towards the 
earthier and rowdier atmospheres 
of Guerra's early albums and his 
penchant for big ballads is barely in 
evidence (although it does surface 
to devastating effect on a killer pop 
ballad called "July 19th - , complete 
with an English lyric). But for all the 

corporate patsy; his music is still too 
proudly and grubbily ethnic to 
capture Western pop markets in 
the style of Gloha Estefan. 

The breakthrough might not be 
long in coming for Guerra. Pretty 
soon Hispanics will form the 
majority of the US population. 
Believe it Latin America is one of 
the future citadels of pop and Juan 
Luis Guerra one of its future 



Tim Hodgkinson 
Each In Our Own Thoughts 

WOOD 016/MEGAPHONE 014 CP 


Believe it or not, this is Tim 
Hodgkinson's first solo album; and 
reflects his wide range of interests. 
The earliest composition is also the 


tracked compositions which 
foreground Hodgkinson's interest in 
sampling (not the jump-cut variety) 
and sequencing. 'From Descartes' 
Dreams'(1991) is dark and 
brooding with solemn clarinets, 
spaced percussion and what 
sounds like torrential rain; 
'Numinous Pools For Mental 
Orchestra'(1986) journeys 
through fast percussion and piano 
polyrhythms to an almost lush 
middle section for woodwinds and 
strings that quickly clouds over and 
concludes with a tense dialogue 
between the strings. At a time 
when superficial eclecticism 
masquerades as innovation, Tim 
Hodgkinson's highly individual and 
tightly structured eclecticism 
should be warmly welcomed. This 
album contains his most advanced 
and compelling work 


Robin Holloway 
Violin Concerto/Horn Concerto 


Admitting a tendency towards the 
creation of music that is, to use 
Robin Holloway's phrase, 'humanely 

admitted to by composers these 
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days. Music that is overtly emotive is 
felt often erroneously, to lose in 
structure what it gains in feeling 
Holloway has so far managed to 
avoid such pitfalls. His composrtional 
style places Romanticism inside a 
rigorously constructed modernist 
framework, and in doing so, 



These two concertos follow 


Holloway's last release, the Second 
Concerto For Orchestra (NiiC), 
which won considerable praise 
from critics who welcomed it as a 
new step forwards. Like that 
release, there is much about the 
Violin Concerto (played here by The 
Scottish Chamber Orchestra under 
Mattias Bamert) that is 
overwhelmingly Romantic Light 
and shimmering percussion 
combines with Ernst Kovacic's violin 
in its opening, and, indeed, provides 
important boundaries for the 
concerto's progress. As 
demonstrated by the Second 
Concerto's associative chain of 
sound impressions and memories 
triggered by a visit to North Africa, 
Holloway has a fondness for certain 
narrative devices. Here, the holding 
device is provided by recollections 
of gazing through the Tiffany 
windows at the mansion of the 
American poet John Ashbery. 
Different viewpoints allow for a 
diverse range of material to be 
presented. The sixth window, for 
instance, produces a brass peak, a 
pause and then a lyrical violin line 
which is picked up by the 
woodwind. The rate of change is 
never startling and the following 
lush, Mahlerian slow movement 



and, in the hunting horn motif, 
Prokofiev. The framework is not, 
perhaps, as adventurous as that of 
its companion piece, but then this 
concerto is of a very different 
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Beggars Banquet, Cit 


mood. Bright and witty, it serves as 
an excellent foil to the violin work, 
balancing the album most 

af bl 


Don Jagwarr 
Faded 

PRIORITY PTYl 12 CD 

Ice Cube 
Bootlegs & B-Sides 

PRIORITY BRCD 616 CD 

Born in Trinidad, raised in New 
York and resident for ten years on 
the West Coast of America, Don 
Jagwarr's music glues together the 
differing modem styles of the three 
regions (though the Caribbean 
connection equals ragga, not 
Trinidad’s native beat of soca and 
calypso). Jagwarr’s successful 
incorporation of ragga into HipHop 
is an example of the Jamaican 
music's increasing legitimacy (after 
a series of ugly moral 
confrontations with the Western 
world and the self-recriminations at 
its failure to follow up the 
popularity of 70s roots reggae) and 
its popularity in the US (where rap 
rpusic artists seem less threatened 
by it). His voice lacks the authority 
of say, Buju Banton or Capieton, 


funky (heard this before?). This 
situation is currently being 

commercial success of West coast 
artists (such as Snoop Doggy Dogg 
and Warren G) as opposed to the 
critical acclaim but low financial 
returns of New York's current crop 
of microphone fiends (Jeru The 
Damaja, Brand Nubian, OC). 

Cube's album of offcuts and 
remixes is soaked in the sloppy 
funk of George Clinton and his ilk 
(Cameo, The Zapp Band) and is a 
luxuriant, slack sound whose lyrics 
either celebrate easy pleasures or 
mourn the ills they're used to 
disguise. In fact on this album Ice 
Cube shifts bass lines and melodies 
he’s used before onto other tracks 
of his, creating an impressionist as 
opposed to a realist soundscape, 
devoid of precise features but 
putting forward an overall picture 
of his mesmeric and seductive 
sonic style. Bootlegs S B-Sides also 
contains his startling version of 
“Check Yo' Self", a tune built 
around the superstructure of 
Grandmaster Flash And The 
Furious Five’s stunning early 80s 
report of urban breakdown "The 
Message’, and featuring the 
pyrotechnic verbal skills of guest 
rappers Das EFX. 


Jamaican artists. The glint of 
American West Coast smoothness 
shines through most significantly on 
"Faded’ — the cooing female 
chorus lines, the seductive 
melodies and the creamy bass are 
so typical of this region's sound. 

The lushness is intermittently cut by 
bright New York style drums and 
bass and Jagwarr's Jamaican 
patois and, along with Mad Lion (a 
Caribbean affiliated to the camp of 
KRS-1), this is the most 
accomplished merger of ragga and 

One of the guest vocalists on 
Jagwarr's album is Ice Cube, the 
ex-member of NWA and an artist 
of long standing in a field that eats 
its young. Ice Cube’s album is also 
overtly regional. Despite well- 
meaning protestations to the 
contrary, rap music has never been 
more clearly split between East and 
West coast styles than it is now. 
Simply described, the East's is a 
hard sound while the West's is 


Leroy Jenkins 
Themes & Improvisations On 
The Blues 

COMPOSERS RECORDINGS INC 
CRIEXCHANGE 663 CD 

Leroy Jenkins made his name with 
The Association For The 
Advancement Of Creative 
Musicians, a black self-help group 
that took 60s jazz into the avant 
garde. However, as his biog in the 
CD insert indicates, he has never 
been far from formal or 'European' 
music. He learned violin at high 
school, and his church music tutor 
Oscar Frederick introduced him to 
black classical composers: Marten 
Cook, Clarence White, Coleridge 
Taylor. Now Jenkins survives on 
commissions from arts bodies like 
the Kennedy Center, New York 

Anthony Braxton — another 
avant garde composer who arrived 
on the scene with The AACM-is 
sharply critical of those who would 







restrict black composers to 'jazz', 
seeing this as a not-so-subtle form 

funding; maybe it is better to go 
from the way the music sounds. 

The title composition is played by 
The Soldier String Quartet A third 
of what they play is unscored, but 
they are not notable improvisors. 
Ten minutes in, David Soldier solos 
over a cello riff, sounding like pre¬ 
electric Jean-Luc Ponty (but not as 
good). Jenkins's writing is in the 
energetic Bartokian vein favoured 
by many current American 
composers (Zyman, Vierk, Ulmer). 
The lyricism is luxuriant and there's 
a great tune out front. However, 
rather like Third World novelists 
'discovering’ James Joyce, you feel 
; a little late in the day. This 



However, it’s a million miles from 
the bluesy militancy of 60s Archie 
Shepp (or even 80s No Wave 
grunge). Jenkins's bright cheenness 


ey On The 
Dragon' Jenkins plays violin agair 
Thurman Barker’s wondrous 


minimalist conceits of the score. 
Billy Bang's Outline No 12 seems 
like a better model for preserving 


screechy violin never did please 
purists who thought jazz should 
remain untainted by the classical 
avant garde. The point is that as ar 


the score scam can get this great 
violinist commissions, I’m all for it. I 
just prefer his music when he’s 
playing those devious lines himself. 


Beethoven improvising in 
who would bother with th< 
reading simulacra? 


techniques — but as a player. His 
sound and note choices are uttedy 
distinctive. On "Panorama 1 ’ he 
improvises with a brace of pre¬ 
eminent jazzers (Threadgill, Byron, 
Ehrlich, Chancey), scored passages 
restricted to brief 'fuel stops'. At 
once there's an immediacy The 
Soldier Quartet lack. Don Byron's 
siren wails are terrific, and when 
someone rattles a piece of (score?) 


DISCIPLINE GLOBAL MOBILE DGM 0004 CO 

The Robert Fripp 
String Quintet 
The Bridge Between 

DISCIPUNE GLOBAL MOBILE DGM SM CD 


musically threadbare, Robert 
Fripp's cherished King Cnmsbn 
project (founded 1969) remains 
remarkably fresh and purposeful. 
Defying the fatalistic RIP which was 
inscribed on the group’s 1975 USA 
sleeve, Fnpp resurrected Crimson 
in 1980 with a modified personnel 
that produced three distinctive 
albums up to 1984. Ten years 
later we have the Third Coming, an 
expanded six-piece where existing 
members Fripp, Bill Bruford, 

Adrian Belew, and Tony Levin are 
joined by Trey Gunn (stick — as in 
Chapman stick) and Pat Mastelotto 

While the soundworld of 
VROOOM, a 30 minute mini¬ 
album, is recognisably 


'Catfood' played with Beatle-pop 
in 1970 using Keith Tippett's 
dazzling Improv piano; this latest 
pastiche distorts Belev/s vocal 
(something like Lennon's on the 
still stunning "Tomorrow Never 
Knows*) for the frenetic Fab Four- 
like hook: the mood is strangulated 
psychedelia. The doubling of 
instruments (two guitarists, two 
bassists, two percussionists) is rr 
dramatically felt on "Thrak" and 
"When I Say Stop, Continue* which 
both get up to industrial strength: 
the latter largely through implied 
menace, the former by delivering 
the most intense, densely textured 
aggression that I’ve heard from any 
Crimson line up. When you hear 
music this powerful and unsettling 
you know that Frtpp has regrouped 
his men for musical, not 

The Robert Fripp String Quintet is 

Fripp-Trey Gunn duo with The 
California Guitar Trio (Bert Lams, 
Paul Richards and Hideyo Modya), 
but with its sonic rodts in earlier 
guitar projects with Andy Summers 
and The League Of Crafty 
Guitarists. The Bridge Between is a 
selection of live recordings (with 


levels of sophistication and 
ty. The title track is in the 
irof'Red* and "Breathless* 
ibbing, bass/stick ostinati 


coarse, hard rock guitar textures. 
"Sex Sleep Eat Drink Dream" 
revisits the febrile games that 



concluding Fripp/Gunn piece, 
‘Threnody For Souls In Torment", 
an austere example of Fripp's well 
established, multi-layered, guitar- 
based Frippertronics, which has 
suddenly become an important 
focal point for the rising stars of the 


Fela Ransome Kuti & 
Africa 70 
He Miss Road 


but rarely subject to criticism, even 
though many of his 50-odd 
albums, like last year's reissue of 
the scruffy London Scene (Stems), 


are not very good. He Miss Road 
though documents one of Afro 
Beat's indisputable highlights and 
has survived the rigours of time 
better than most, easily being the 

Malian and Senegalese sounds. 
Produced by Ginger Baker, it dates 
from Fela's heroic early 70s 
declaration of the embattled 
independent republic of Kalakuta, 
though you'd have to know a lot 
more than me about Nigerian 
history and language to see how 
these three extended grooves 
relate to their contemporaneous 


Fela's template was always James 
Brown's band (who better?), but at 
his most disciplined he gave funk a 
new slant —extending the 

Brown's harshest, tightest work 
("Mother Popcorn" as opposed to 
"Make It Funky") with an African lilt, 
a skipping relaxed mellifluous feel 
closer to 70s reggae. The rhythms 
on He Miss Road, especially on 
■Monday Morning In Lagos", do 
quite literally seem to slant, which is 
thrilling. Fela rarely transposed JB’s 
miraculous rhythmic energy as 
successfully as here; bubbling, 
undulating funk, pregnant wrth 
sustained buoyant tension, with a 

vocals and neatly arranged 
saxophones, psychedelic organ and 
guitar rippling on the surface. 


Main 

BEGGARS BANQUET BBQCD 168 CD/LP 

Tortoise 

CITY SLANG EFA 04950 CD 

The ambivalence about Ambience 
increases virtually in tandem with 
the number of its practitioners, not 
to mention the ridiculous 
iengthiness of most Ambient CDs. 
Recent, truly tentle discs by the 
likes of The Irresistible Force only 
serve to reinforce the impression 
that atmospheric, pseudo¬ 
soundtrack music is the escape 
hatch for all those incapable of 







mastering Junglist studio wizardry, 
or simply even coming up with a 
decent tune. Yet, viewed from a 


>m (Rock Branch) 
and Post-rock, might seem like the 
proper way out of a familiar 


the three artists here (Tortoise and 
Labradford) are in actual fact 
Americans merely underlines the 
sense of ennui among guitarists. 

Its a punk thing, you understand: 
what with the sheer challenge of 
working out what set of off-kilter 


the Firmament II album. It's far 


out of focus, accepting your own 
limitations rather than bewailing 
them. In the case of Main, such 





□ 

□□ 


metamorphosing, you abandon 

II is virtually beatless), vocals, song 
structures, isn't there a danger of 
ne boring set of 


escape velocity. Main's origins out 
of the ashes of the almost 
fetishistic, retroid Loop (complete 
with covers of Can, Suicide and 
Stooges songs, long hair and wah- 


replacing the 60s with the 
modernism of Stockhausen and 
musique concrete. That this might 
in turn be deemed retro is by the 
by; the results to be found on 
Hydra-Calm and 1993's "Dry 
Stone Feed" EP sp< 


desperately struggling to work out 
points of translation between their 


like. One viewing of Apocalypse 
Now, however, changed my 
impression: parts of the soundtrack 
were 'Suspension'' off their very 
first EP. Similar trace elements of 
that masterpiece of Ambient 




beyond t 
(which is another definition of 
Ambient: a hypertension toward 
detail). Again, however, the 
emphasis on colouristic devices 
over narrative hasn't excluded the 
possibility of distinct echoes and 
overtones creeping through. As 
with Firmament ll,t ' 
and smears of The Doors and Pink 
Floyd that I hear on A Suitable 
Perspective don’t undermine any 
claims to modernism as much as 
they highlight the inner workings of 

and emotional power. 

Tortoise do indulge in such 
antiquities as rhythm and audible 
chord changes, but only slightly. As 
the group is a side project rather 

evaluate their debut as sheer 
noodling, yet the quintet have 
arrived at something reasonably 
special, the exact point at which 
the Lo-fi of groups like Rodan 
dissolves and wilts out into outright 
somnambulence. Less looped than 
loping, its organic fodder of guitar, 


Craig Mack 
Project: Funk Da World 

BAD BOY/ARISTA 73001 CD/MC 

The Notorious BIG 
Ready To Die 

BAD BOY/ARISTA 73000 CD/MC 

contemporary' radio for the past 
couple of years as the brains 
behind Jodeci and Mary JBIige, 
Sean 'Puffy' Combs was the king of 
New York this past summer. Craig 
Mack's "Flava In Ya Ear - single and 
The Notorious BIG'S'Juicy 12" on 
Combs's new Bad Boy imprint 
became the inescapable jeep beats 
of choice by carving out their 
territory with a remarkable 


underground bu 
Combs's remarkably fast 
ascension within the ranks of black 
impresarios is the result of an 


album that comes off celebratory, 
while BIG's slick musical 
foreground is as nihilistic as NWA's 
darkest moments. 

Mack's'robotic funk’is as sharp 
and angular as the name implies. 
The brittle beats recall Run DMC's 
■Peter Piper - and Boogie Down 
Productions in the way that the 
sparse funk distils a whole band's 
worth of musical information into a 
booming kick drum, a well-placed 


(mostly by Mack and Easy Mo Bee) 
ttention on Mack's 
t B-boy-with-a-cold flow. 



Xenophile, Sterns: through Sterns 


if in a deliberate echoing of Neil 
Young's Trans. Again, and finally, 
it's surely as much of. ' 
to fall back on 1 
of the past as it is to i 
















Like Mack, The Notorious BIG 
capitalises on his New York accent 
to lend his rhymes individuality. But 
where Mack's record revolves 
around his flow, BIG's album tears 


lacks the sonic whomp of the first 
three songs on Straight Outta 
Compton, Ready To Die has the 
same ability to translate a grim, 
ugly view of life into HipHop’s 
version of pure pop. The rhythm 
track of "Juicy Fruit" lends "Juicy", 
the tale of criminal made good, an 
air of wistful uncertainty - BIG 
knows that his world could crumble 
around him at any second. On 
lal Thoughts", f ■' ' 


Tarika 


although it may be argued that Les 
Negresses Vertes’ France left its 
colonial imprint on Tarika's 
Madagascar — these two groups 
share an acoustic format, a 
reaction at least in part to 

Granted, Les Negresses are 
anything but followers of Le Pen, 


fresh pollen to the global beehive. 
This they have done most 
successfully through two albums — 
Fanafody and Balance — which 
demonstrated that such an unlikely 
prospect as the fusion of 
Indonesian and A 

for centuries. 

Malagasy music is quite distinct 
from either its West African or 
Indonesian contemporaries, 
although it shares rhythms with 
East African taarab, utilising local 
forms of guitars, zithers or flutes to 
accompany voices singing in close 
harmony. The delivery sometimes 
reaching machine gun speed, the 
overall effect, especially on the 
faster tracks — the fastest being 
saved for last, as in the best thrash 



more so than, say. The Velvet 
Underground sound like they are 
from New York: the result of 


Cecil Taylor and Thelonious Monk 
(particularly the latter) are 
inescapable reference points in an 
album crammed with piano history. 
But revivalism this is not — 
Mengelberg's cleverly structured 
compositions brilliantly develop the 
past. His playing is fresh and 
uncluttered and the ideas flow with 
great clarity, 
that there's i 
profitably be 
trio format but! 
album makes it seem briefly 
worthwhile. With musical 
necrophilia abounding (perversely 
multiplying even) it’s rare to find ar 
album that can play with blues, boj 
and the standards and sound as 
breezy and likeable as this. 
Mengelberg makes familiarity a 
pleasure again — all the 
compositions are originals but they 

Brad Jones on bass and puckish 


North African harmonies form their 
bedrock, while a rich cocktail of 
noble poise, poetic feeling and 
fiesta atmosphere which all at once 
conspire to bring about greatness is 
their credo. "Apres La Piute", with 
its jazzy flute, graceful melody and 


prominently, no doubt inspired by a 
protecting Malagasy government 
The subsequent si 
band worldwide rr 

an It 

less clearly 
delineated. Bass slapping makes its 
apparition here and there, and one 
track ("Jejy") even features Irish 
folkster Rory McLeod on 
harmonica. For Tarika, pi 

have persistently dug from a vast 
quarry of styles, the problem then 
arises of deciding from whom 
inspiration can be taken. My own 
feeling is that the two bands should 
join forces before a horde of big- 



give the French their Lal 
pagan flamboyance back. God 
knows they need it; God knows we 

Meanwhile, thousands of miles 
away, Tarika, formerly Tarika 
Sammy, found itself with the 
somewhat similar challenge of 
resurrecting a folk tradition the 


Previously, Mansour Seek has 
always been the quiet man in 
Baaba Maal's shadow, but he 
gracefully steps into the spotlight 
for this dramatic concessions-free 

music, which features Maal on one 


song, "Tabakaly", accompanied by 
some beautifully elastic xalam lute 
playing from Mauritanian Ousmane 
Hamady Diop. Maal and Seek grew 
up together and their lives, musical 
development and inherited spiritual 
destinies are unusually 

example of the kind of cooperation 
and mutual res 


I Maal’s'solo'work 
(which of course also feature 
Seek's voice and guitar) pointless, 
and it would be impossible to try to 
assess the influence each has 
exercised on the other. That said, 
N'DerFouta is certainly weighted to 
the more traditional side of what 
we've heard of Maal's music, but 
has a heavier and more raw sound 
than 199 l's Sanyo, for example, 
on which both men feature. This 
release has all the morose, 
daunting darkness so characteristic 
of Northern Senegalese music, 
closer in spirit to the royal 
magnificence of Malian Mandinka 
praise song than to the 

‘ ' ~ : heavily Islamic 

of "Allah Wata Ko Hana" 


■ execution not so 

"Kairaba" and "Soukabe Leydam" 
are lighter in tone and more 
obviously rhythmic, the 

works well. Seek’s voice is not as 
piercingly distinctive as Maal’s, 
possibly a r ' " ' " 

rather than pretty, I 
commandingly dig 



Test Department 
Legacy (1990-93) 

JUNGLE RECORDS FREUD 047 CD 

Test Department have always 
thrived on discomfort, invariably 
ours. Chalking up a heyday in the 
mid-80s, their panel beating, 
eardrum drilling futurism left all 
pretence of musical finesses to 


preferring the confrontational 








Strike, it was always Test 
Department who made the i 
noise, so naturally they I 
musical conscience: we 
their bus depot portals as 
youthful bourgeoisie;r 
purged — if only of earwax. 

Ten years on, their edifice would 
appear to be crumbling. Existing 
largely underground, performing at 
free festivals and popping up on 
benefit compilations (most recently 


Department have seen their 
workforce slimmed down and 
of their plant sold off. Even as 
Headbutt seem to be breathing 
new life into the metal-bashing 
scene, collaborating with the likes 
of Trans-Global Underground 
[most of them are in Trans-Global 
Underground - Sub Ed], their 
predecessors seem to be drifting 
away from the foundry. On Legacy, 
a collection of singles and 
previously unreleased material, 
only the metal edit of "Bang On If 
hints at their former sound. And 
perhaps this isn't a bad thing. With 
(manual) labour becoming a 
genuine luxury, their factory-based 




spiritual nirvana but some familiar 
kinds of dissonance. The samples 
still jar, crashing crudely like 
armoured dodgems. The curling 
tops of Eastern instrumentation 
set up a jerky imbalance with 
bellicose synths which Test 


Silent, Roir Europe: through Plastic 


jst have snatched 


there's the same notion that the 
voice of the ordinary people ha: 
be an ordinary voice — a Mr C- 
style rap or a Kane Gang attempt 
on the life of soul. 

At its most extreme, Legacy's title 


Strata: through Greyhound, Cargo 


Attack: through Trojan 

More Rockers: through 3MV/Sony 


track builds up a Young Gods-like 
squawl, sparring a stylus-jammed 

most pleasing results derive from 
later tracks, pieces like 
■Interchange" or “High Resolution 
Retina', where the voices finally 
fade and their force drains down 
Into a sabre-toothed trance. 


Throwing Muses 
University 


Throwing Muses’ last album proper, 
Red Heaven, was a near-run thing 
indeed, coming so soon after a split 
in which half the band (including its 
second songwriter, Tanya Donnelly) 
went off to form the now incredibly 
successful Belly, and chief Muse 
Kristin Hersh's much publicised 
personal problems. Eplcally drab 
and windswept, when it worked, it 


record (a pair of fiendishly 
complex, non-linear albums book- 
end the start of her career), its 
tempting to view most of her 

brilliance and challenge of 
Throwing Muses' debut, but 
University, when set against the 
music of those who've perforce 
become her contemporaries and 
competition (Liz Phair, Sugar, 
Pavement), still shines. If Kristin is 
now that most disgustingly non- 
avant of things, a songwriter, then 
at least she happens to be one of 

JAKUBOWSKI 


23° 

An Endless Searching For 

SILENT SR9467 CD 

Pelican Daughters 
Bliss 



Greatly delayed by the length of 
time it took to record and by Kristin 
Hersh's well-deserved solo success 
with Hips And Makers, University is 
at once a continuation of Red 
Heaven's more obviously darker 


fluid music of prior albums such as 
The Real Ramona or Hunkpapa. 

The relatively brutal "Start" (second 
track, natch) is a celestial dirge, to 
take just one section of the disc, 
while the following'Hazing- 
switches between Hersh's solo- 
style hush and thunderous, 
primitive chord changes. 

■Shimmer" then releases all this 


around a basic three-chord trick 
Piano and cello get used to great 
effect on "Surf Cowboy’and 
■That’s A|l You Wanted", tracks 
which come across like more 
polite, more adult versions of 
material from Throwing Muses’ 
cyclical folk-punk album House 


Hersh's songwriting sounds 
infinitely more confident here than 
on Red Heaven, as if she’s learned 
how to manage and deploy the 
latter record’s innate simplicity to 
best effect, without lapsing either 
into boredom or the truly banal 
and obvious. Given her track 


Various Artists 
Brilliance For A Better Future 

SILENT/FLASK SR9455 CD 

An Ambient label based in San 
Francisco, Silent Records could so 
easily have become a beacon for 
every beach bum and bearded 
bore who ever plugged into 
Cubase. You expect its portals to 
be crammed full of 70s casualties, 
dodge-the-draft badges still 
mouldering on moth-eaten lapels. 

I wish I could report that all these 
suspicions proved completely 
unfounded. As it is you do have to 
grope your way through a fairly 
thick smokescreen of mystical 
bullshit to arrive at the gems on 
the other side. You also have to 

timezone delay — the fad that 
808 State are still considered a 
binding influence. But once you’ve 
dodged the Psychick Surfers Ov 
Zuvuya and turned a blind eye to 
some fairly nauseating titles — 
From Here To Tranquillity and 
Consaousness Three being just two 

mysteriously vanished from the pile 
of around seven Silent releases 
initially under consideration — the 
remaining acts offer interludes 
every bit as Intriguing as you’d 
expect from a label whose founder 
Kim Cascone once worked with 







re. Core member Tim 
Henricks worked with Chris And 
Cosey in CTI, while the man who 
pens their melodies, Stephen 
Hitchcock, served time in Boyd 
Rice's Moving Targets. Since then, 
though, they seem to have 
undergone a total personality 
transplant An Endless Searching 
For Substance is gleeful Ambient 
dub, music that skips gently round 
the room overlapping heavy bass 
lines with a play school tinkling of 
xylophone. To ears spoilt by The 
Orb, TnpHop and the On-U Sound 


is. Loosening 
the notches on their ectoplasmic 
wanderings, both 'Floating' and 
The Other Side" resist the pull to 
amoeba-dom. "Floating', especially, 
is spectacular. Clicked over by 
Bertha Matu's haunting lullaty 
vocal, the loping rhythms of dub 
crystallise in a clinking bead-curtain 
of softly sparkling sounds. 

Australia is probably one of the 
last countries you'd associate with 
Isolationism. Like California, ifs a 
nation that conjures images of sun, 
sea and surfing, ideas that 
obviously didn't inspire The Pelican 
Daughters. One o' 


Silent their list of influences cites 
Nurse With Wound, SPK and The 
Legendary Pink Dots and could 
easily be expanded to allow for 
Stockhausen, Throbbing Gristle 

moments, Portishead, such is the 
range of their material. 

Most of the time Bliss feels like 


from Silent’s Ambient 
predilections, this is a compilation 
of tracks firmly aimed at the 
dancefloor: 'Intelligent Techno' 
produced by artists from the 
Silicon Valley who've "lived in the 
face of technological advance and 
the drive to create that cyber 
edge". (Wince). 

Obviously, this idea of battling at 
technology's frontiers is a 
ridiculous notion, particularly when 
you notice that behind such aliases 
as '8' or '69069' on this collection 
lurks an Eric Hurd or a Dominic 
Cramp. Luckily though, for every 
doodler aspiring to copy "Pacific 
State" or sneak in the theme from 
Close Encounters there’s someone 
who genuinely wants to push 
things forward. Adam Douglas, for 
one. Collaborating with Thad 
Jones under the alias 303 
Terrorists Vs DTS, his "Space 
Capsule' floats on Screamadekcts 
wibblytrippiness. 

But the most progressive 
moment comes from Dreams 
Without Numbers. With an outer 
skin scored by p-Ziq's textural 
quirks worn over some Jungle- 
literate rhythms, "Shiftulate" 
somehow manages to be both this 
collection’s crowning track and its 
underlying paradox. As Brilliance... 

) ironically underlines: what does 
i the hardware's 


celebrated weekly by journalist 
Robert Sandall and musicologist 
Mark Russell on Radio Three's 
nixing It. 

J with the programme 

between disparate musics. 
Containing 15 tracks which, for the 
most part, are deleted or unavailable 
elsewhere in their present form, the 
CD is suitably eclectic Bjork Conlon 
Nancarrow, Aphex Twin, Sun Ra And 
His Arkestra sit comfortably beside 
The Penguin Cafe Orchestra, Holger 
Czukay, Mouth Music and Tuvan 
throat singer Sainkho Namchylak 
Intended to illustrate the very 

the CD works well and the fun of 
discovenng odd links is at the 

For instance, Bjork’s "Anchor 
Song'is given a minimalist, 
machine-jam Techno mix by Black 
Dog. Talvin Singh, the young 
percussion virtuoso currently in 
Bjork's band, appears on an 80s 
recording of Sun Ra's 'Prelude In A 
Major". The guttural throatiness of 
Namchylak's "Long Continuum’ 
and Inuit Eskimos' "Kattajaq* are 
paralleled in Aphex Twin's 
•Didgeridoo". Elsewhere, some 
tone-dusters from Russian 
modernist Sofia Gubaidulina are 
segued into a song from a Tahitian 
choir. The Lounge Lizards' live 
Tokyo recording of 'Big Heart" 

The left field is also securely 


disturbing imaginary world: a land 
of deserts, wind-swept shanty 
towns and redundant railroads, 

typewriter bells, echoing voices and 
chippings of electric guitar) gently 
drift on the breeze. Occasionally, 
this Ambient spell is violently 
broken. 'Prettybodywinde" and 
~ “ is'both sound like out- 


Orridge. The first flaunts itself like a 

drugs, a sleazy slab of electro-rock 
phased to the point of non¬ 
existence. “The Times', though 
somewhat more minimal, is 


favour of a motor-mouthed 


beyond-dassification version of 
"The Girl From Ipanema". 
Somewhat gentler is an 


CHILL OUT LABEL CHILLCO 004 CP 

In the last two decades, the 
boundary lines separating various 
genres of composition have 
become increasingly blurred. Once 



Edward Vesala Sound 
& Fury 
Nordic Gallery 


Whatever your position on the 
validity or desirability of auteurism, 
you could not accuse Edward 
Vesala of such a rHM 



'Bluego' with a brittle absence of 
languour making it hum with 
anxiety. While the pieces range 
across a wide variety of styles, the 

virtuoso workout for the composer, 
while the players are given little 
room to assert themselves. 

The hallmark pristine ECM 
production does not help dispel the 
sense of this being a somewhat 
surgical exercise. Being able to 
hear all the often numerous 
instruments with razor clarity all 
the time is fatiguing and could well 
work against the pieces having any 
'fleshy' depth. One of the negative 


nic precision and soi 


WoMan’ (sic) from Producers For 
Bob (aka Nelson Thall). Those of 
Marshall McLuhanist tendencies will 
welcome The Penguin Cafe's new, 
poignant recording of "Cage Dead" 
— made at one of Peter Gabriel's 
Real World sessions —and its 
added scratchy radio voice 
announcing the great man's 


synonymous. This tendency is 
particularly evident in some pop 
mixes, while a lot of big-budget filn 
sound now sacnfices effective 


effects tracks in' 

Surely the beauty of digital is that it 
allows the choice of such fidelity, 

Nordic Gallery has little of the 
looseness which made Vesala's 
early work so exerting; the closest it 

'exploration' of Nordic folk roots, 
which merely point up how 
appropriate the original sel" 






puritans, presenting instead their 
kriz-vf warped reflections of a Sci-fi 

III UllefT dub Babylon. Laswell and Katz loop Sly 

Dunbar drum samples, 

K Martin enters the echo 

The Aggrovators Johnny abstraction allows for freedom of 
In The Echo Chamber attack movement and pollution of the 

RECORDS cdatt 06 cd Fatman mind Relocating Forbidden Planet 

Unleashed Dub From King in Jamaica, this latest communique 

Tubby’s Studio Volume One from Laswell’s outward bound dub 

FATMAN PRODUCTIONS FMI 


Massive Attack Sly wild 


Remastered from vinyl due to the 
loss of the original tapes, the hiss 
and crackle that underpins the 


Tricky Overcome island 
BRCD304 CD/12’ ep Sound system 
disciples Massive Attack have 
'n little sign of incorporating 


The Slits circa ‘Earthbeaf, wt 
the tribal drums and rarefied vibes 
on 'Birds In Tree Top' remain 
accordingly spaced. 



Infinite delays and bottomless 
reverbs leave The Aggrovators 
adrift upon his aquatic vision. 
Flying cymbals and ping-ponged 
beats are periodically interfered 


percussive insect chatter. A 


this disc, courtesy of the bass 
muscle duo of Bill Laswell and 
Blind Idiot God’s Gabe Katz, 
challenges the prevalent 
conservatsm of the new dub 


tap into the future with pre-Hip 
Hop shuffles and pre-'Ardkore 
incessance, liquefying roots vocalist 

mid-70s. Tubby, like any 
improvisor, may not produce gold 
every time, but he certainly tried. 
When the group’s fearsome body 
blows reinforce his psychic shocks 
on‘ARuffer Version', the 
exploding reverbs and wailing 


after recent Laswell-sponsored 
releases from Anton Fier and 
Transonic, that his Greenpoint 
studio base is becoming a Mecca 
for the future instead of a shrine to 

Prince Far I Cry Freedom 

Dub TAIiOKI WAMBESITWCD 1053 

cd/lp Scientist In 
Heroes Dub tamokiv 
1022 cd/lp Earth-moving rhythms 
pounded out by bassist ’Flabba’ 
Holt and drummer Style Scott 
“Te Roots Radies' 
iese releases, 

T underpinned by The Radies, 
demonstrate admirably. Prince Far 
I was shot tragically prior to 
completion of Cry Freedom Dub, 
but the absence of 'the voice of 



it’s surprising that HipHop refugee 
Underdog (aka Skull, whose 
'Destroy All Monsters' track was a 
highlight of the Mo Wax label's 
recent Headz compilation) should 
scoop the honours for best 
incorporating the spirit of abandon 
into Massive’s sure-footed two- 
step. With glittering shards of 
sampled melodies, backwards 
delihum and a B-line with attitude, 
his alchemical mixing skills transfix. 

A deep blue mix of sensuality 
and sensimilia characterises ex- 
Massive collaborator Tricky’s third 
single, which effortlessly taps into 
the psyche. The somewhat pithy, 
warped Junglist mutation mi: 
a temporary diversion: the re 


Tubby selflessly ensured dub’s 
legacy by training apprentices to 
continue his sorcery. In his Kingston 
studio, he brought Prince Jammy, 
Scientist and Fatman under his 
spell. The halls of echoes and 
seismic shifts barely contained 
within Fatman’s mixes here set the 



Cry Tuff Drill 

this is a sugar-coated testament 
subtle evolution and hard beats. I 


On International Heroes Dub, The 
Radies are joined by two Far I 

- oy Cousins 



undercover dynamics only hints at 
the previous chaos of his earlier 
records. The substantial rhythmic 
framework supporting "Waiter 
Sisuli", is not only reminiscent of a 
prototype On-U project, it indicate 


im to lay down the 


disorientation is further enhanced 
by an uneasy combination of 
proto-synths and organic hymns 
and the lo-fi sound quality. 




excitement generated by this roots 
infected voyage is far more refined 
but no less attractive than the Yard 
inspired mania favoured by the 
likes of Conquering Lion or Project 
X. Its radiant warmth engages 
without cheap thrills, dassily 
rejecting both the chill out room 
and casualty ward. With more • 
poise than noise, what it lacks in 
headfuck dynamism it 


Ras Michael & The 
Sons Of Negus Rastafari 

Welding Count Ossie-styled mystic 
revelations to mystifying timbral 
choices, Ras Michael's take on dub 
concocts a surreal cocktail. The 
combination of Aggrovators 
veterans, sacred nyahbinghi 
percussion and Peter Tosh's astral 
expertise on davinet and wah-wah 
guitar, makes for a pleasant if 


pleading chants. A lovers' guide to 
the Jungle, Dub Selection 
reformats and rejuvenates 
reggae’s biological yearnings. 

Terminal Cheesecake 
King Of All Spaceheads jackass 
jakcd8 cd Like PiL past and Scorn 
present, these hedonistic 
mindbenders explore the 
possibility of cross-pollinating the 
disorientating properties of dub 
and space rock Accordingly, the 
tracks on King Of All Spaceheads 
are a cool coalescence mixing Lee 
Perry’s cosmic moves with The 
Butthole Surfers’ interstellar jams, 
but without diluting the essence of 
either side of the equation. By 
amplifying the shared psychedelic 





that stuffs any good or not but 



Andy [Kershaw] would 
straight away I 
the bloke's 
though, because it sounds like it 
could be anything. Until he starts 
singing, it could be any place, any 


Yes, I did, oddly enough. But so 
much of what you play on the radio 
Is really dictated by what is made 
available to you. Because obviously I 
don't get every record thafs issued 


first of all there's the frustrating 


thousands of wonderful records that 
you're never going to hear. 

A fellow phoned me up-It all 
sounded very questionable — but he 
offered me 150 Kenyan 7" singles 
earlier in the year and I just bought 
them on spec I've only heard about 
a third of them, but there's at least 
ten or 12 that are just magnificent, 
absolutely wonderful by any applica¬ 
ble standard. But it makes you 
realise that there must be so mt 
more that you're never going to 
hear. Thafs really frustrating. 


that I think that if you can sublimate 
it into something 'artistic', thafs 
probably quite healthy. So I would 
approve of that on almost every 
level, really, as long as I'm not asked 
to listen to too much of it 

HEAD OF DAVID 
“Bugged” from Nothing Short 
Of Total War: A Blast First 
Compilation (Blast First) 

Sounds like Steve Albini on guitar. 
Does it sound like Steve Albini to 
you William? [Confers with son who 
has just come in, who agrees] I’d 
swear that was Steve Albini on gui¬ 
tar, but not Shellac. It sounds like 
Big Black, I have to say. 

It’s actually Head 01 David. 

Is it?! Good Lord! They'll be jolly 
flattered, I would have thought, with 
being compared to Big Black. I saw 

Nana Mouskouri in Brighton -it 


Well, the fellow doing the 
has got to be Japanese. Is that 
John Zorn squeaking away in the 
background? With Mick Harris on 
drums? 


singer who masturbates on stage. 
Not that, I hasten to add, I'm much 
excited by seeing people mastur- 


The Observer. Head Of David were 
playing at the Zap Club and Nana 
Mouskouri was playing in concert I 
was sitting at the Nana Mouskouri 
gg and there was so much cheap 
perfume in the air that I got a blind¬ 
ing headache. There was a row of 
middle-aged women in front of me 


numbers of their records. And it 


Black have influenced the Ld-fi bands or 



a middle-aged bloke — to come to 
the Head Of David gig with me, 
because I really thought their views 
on it would be interesting, but they 
obviously thought I was going to sell 
them into slavery or do something 
unspeakable, so they wouldn't have 
anything to do with it, unfortunately. 

I like the idea of Blast first and at 
that time it was the label. I got so 
fed up with typing Blast First into 


Yes, ifs all a matter of degree, but 
the principle remains the same. Ifs 
most obvious with J ungle. While 
there was a kind of Jungle culture, 
it remained within wherever it is 
that Jungle stuff evolved. I just don’t 
know where it came from really, 
suddenly it was there—but the 
fact that ifs now spreading through 
everything, into TV advertising and 
so on, you feel thafs quite sad. At 
times like that you feel almost guilty 
about bringing these things to a 
wider audience, because you could 
argue that by so doing you're help¬ 
ing to destroy what it is that you find 


Thafs like not reporting the news. 
Ifs difficult. Ifs something of which 
I'm conscious and about which I 
think from time to time. 


of Chopin, which I thought was 
very strange. I wonder why 
Chopin had been left out of it? He 
wasn't even mentioned among 
the also-rans. Mainly because he 
did small-scale works. 


punk, that happens with everything 
— when I get to know about it is 
about the time that it ceases to 
have any kind of meaning When 
these things develop out of neces¬ 
sity or some kind of artistic motive, 
by the time they become the stuff 
of which Radio One radio pro¬ 
grammes are made, thafs not real¬ 
ly the beginning of them so much 
as the end of them — or the 
beginning of the end, anyway. 


Time Golden Hits - 'Zadok The 
Priest" from Handel's Coronation 
Service. And then Rachmaninov's 

perfectly pleasant. I don’t know 

It’s Fantasia On Jt Thane By Thomas Tallis 
by Vaughan Williams 

Ifs very English — ifs got a nice 
kind of melancholic quality to It 
The last thing I do before I go to 
bed at night is to walk to the top of 
a small hill — which by Suffolk 
standards is fairly mountainous — 


road and talk to the dogs. It would 
be quite a nice piece of music to be 
playing at a time like that. 


At school. One of my best mates at 
my prep school was a fellow called 
Morrison. He was actually quite a 
good pianist I’ve no idea what his 

called anyone by their first names 
at all. But thafs why I mention 
Chopin, because Morrison used to 
be particularly keen on Chopin. 

Morrison as he played the piano 


Fantasia On A Theme By 

lis (Virgin Classics) 

This sounds like the sort of thing 
that would be top of the charts on 
Classic FM, unless ifs going to turn 
into something like Songs From The 
Shows or turns out to be an 
Andrew Lloyd-Webber Requiem — 


You have to be in the right mood 
for this and children coming home 
from school is not the right... 
[Shouts at excited dog] Stop if 


John Peel's two Radio One shows 
are broadcast on Fridays (I Opm- 
lam) and Saturdays (5 pm-7pm) 


letters 


Write to: Letters, The Wire, 45-46 Poland Street, London W1V 3DF, or Fax: 071287 4767. Every letter published wins a FREE CD. 


So [Ry Cooder and Ali Farka 
Toure's] Talking Timbuktu is not 
Richard Cook’s cup of tea (Naked 
Eye, The Wire 130). One suspects 
that in an issue of The Wire 
dominated by the examination of 
the work of Bill Laswell and Miles 
Davis's Bitches Brew, Richard's 


ambivalence that the rest of the 
articlefailstogettoghpswith.lt 
seems to me that the key to the 
issue here is ’careless’ rather than 
'conjunction'. Carelessness is likely 
to result in poor music whatever its 

"What edectisicm is so ofen used 
for is a mask to obscure both 
povery of imagination and 
incompetence of execution* The 
word 'purism' could perfectly 


however, appreciate the use of the 
term "humane* in his general 
description of what is an absorbing 
compilation of varied but sharply 
focussed and genuinely effective 

My group London Labyrinth is 
prone to the common 90s 
postmodern labels such as 
edectic/ethno/World Music. It is, if 
you like, a "mishmash*. I have 
always maintained, however, that 


affected, esoteric, gratuitously 
exotic nor culturally imperialist It i: 
a direct reflection of my 


“A wider currency of interesting 
music should always be welcomed. 
The troubling thing is the 
imposition of an aesthetic where 
careless conjunction becomes the 


hermit or bigot can fail to be 
touched by the reality of our multi- 

Are you sure, Richard, you are 

reactionary symptoms when finding 
yourself preferring the tired and 
comfortable for once, rather than 
the fresh and new that others 
seem to be enjoying to an 


*99 per cent of everything is 
shit.."Certainly the invention of 
new styles won't shake this belief. 
The bottom line always has to be 
the question of whether or not the 
music works effectively for you. 

1 ing as "bogus and 
jnf ‘ 

. tol 

Richard's opening remark in his 
review of Network: Volume One in 
the same issue (an eclectic album 
to which I contributed) merely digs 


Glyn Wilcox, London Labyrinth 
Classic mistakes 

Havng read Ben Watson's review 
of my book New Perspectives In 
Musk {The Wire 1 30), I would like 
to set the record straight on a 


institutional support In fact, 
questions of funding are discussed 
throughout, in relation to Cage, The 
Sonic Arts Union and IRCAM. On 
page 47,1 state, ‘There were no 
institutionally sponsored centres of 
electronic music production or 
research in the US... Both Varese 
and Cage encountered a wall of 
indifference when they sought 
institutional suport for the creation 
of electronic studios.* On page 52 
i discuss the BBC's 'dosed door* 
policy towards electronic music. 
However, it should be 
remembered that funding has not 
. i been available for New 
Music pioneers. Who would 
Schoenberg and Webern have 
received grants from — The Third 
Reich? 

Watson claims the book is far 
from comprehensive. Well, let's 
take a specific chapter. Chapter 


s of Cologne, 
Paris, Tokyo, Milan, Warsaw, 
Utrecht Illinois, Columbia- 
Princeton and Brussels; in each 
case I examine at least five works. 
In relation to Cologne, I examine 
the work of every composer who 
worked there. The chapter as a 
whole includes detailed accounts 
of more than 84 electronic 
compositions and ends with a two 
page discography. How much 



— those on Cage, Stockhausen, 
Webern, Cowell and electronic 
music — are appearing for the first 
(me. There would, of course, be 
nothing wrong with a book of 
collected essays but this is not 
what I have published. 

Watson objects to the repetition 
of ideas in the book. He should 
realise that ideas need to be 
repeated when concepts are 
examined from a variety of 
different styles. This applies to the 
twelve note system, which is 
examined in relation to Webern, 
total serialism, electronic music and 


Although the 50s and 60s are 
my main focus, it is untrue that I 
'entirely ignore post-60s 

o, Xenakis and Cage follow 

many recent works; in addition, 
recent works by Holler, Murail and 
Gehlhaar are discussed in some 


se music and ignore the hard 


Watson utterly despises the type of 
music I admire. However, if he 
really wishes to set hmself up as an 
arch enemy of modernism {The 
Wire's answer to Brian Sewell?), he 
really needs to get his facts straight 
before opening fire. 


We were going to respond to all the 
inaccuracies in Roger Sutherland's 
criticism of Ben Watson's review of 
his book, but we found they were so 
numerous that we didn't have the 
space. For the tnje picture, we refer 

ongmal review (much of it actually 
praising the book — which 
Sutherland fails to mention here) 


the 


REDEMPTION’95 



Introducing The Redemption Calendar , created in response to numerous 
requests. This sumptuous and strictly limited edition is a glorious celebration of 
gothic, the macabre and the perversely sexual. Each of the 12 pictures has been especially photographed for 
this calendar, no image has been taken from the Redeemer magazine or a Redemption cover and will 
consequently not be available anywhere else. 


Guaranteed to become a collectors’ item, this edition is limited to only 5,000, with each calendar signed and 
individually numbered. Each calendar has been printed on high-quality art paper, with a different picture for 
each month. Size A2 with a separate cover and a board back. 


To order send £30, inc p&p in the UK, (Europe add £5 per calendar, rest of world £10). Payment accepted by 
cheque, cash, postal order, and should be made out to REDEMPTION FILMS LIMITED. 

Visa and MasterCard are also welcome. Send to: 

THE REDEMPTION CENTRE, PO BOX 50, STROUD, GL6 8YG. 

Or send for our new catalogue which includes all of our products and videos releases. 


RELEASES FROM REDEMPTION AND JEZEBEL FILMS INCLUDE 
CRUEL PASSION (w/s), TOMBS OF THE BLIND DEAD (w/s), HAXAN, SALON KITTY (w/s), 
KILLER NUN (w/s), JEAN ROLLIN’S FASCINATION (w/s) and ROMERO’S MARTIN. 
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The finest in ambient and listening techno, 

















